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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
This fic is set in Miso and Mercury-Diva\'s headcanon, and is based on an OC created by Mercury-Diva. They 
are both incredible writers, and | thank them both a lot for letting me play in their playground.. There is more 


coming, and | hope to update very soon! 


My name's Blair. l'm 21 years old, from Scotland, red-haired, gay, and, oh yes, a prostitute. | prefer "escort," 
though. It's not like I'm standing on a street corner or something. | have a discreet little word-of-mouth 
following, and | only do house calls. | primarily do BDSM, generally as a dom, though | will switch it up for the 
right client and the right price. I'm not ashamed of my work; l'm good at what | do and it makes people happy. 


My friends, the ones who aren't in the business, react to my career in one of two ways. Some of them are 
jealous that | get paid to get off. It's true, I'd rather be doing this than digging ditches or filling out tax forms. 
Its a great job and | meet great people doing it. But what they don't realize is that even sex can be hard work, 
and when someone's paying you, there's a level of expectation there that takes a little of the enjoyment out of 
it. Its a little like acting -- I'm not really being myself. I'm being someone very much like myself, granted, but.. 
sexier, and perfectly assured of that sexiness. 


The other group feels sorry for me. Y'see, | haven't really had a relationship in years, not a romantic one. 
They think that being an escort has somehow soured me to love. That's not true, it's more that | simply 
haven't had the time to go out and try to meet someone, do the bar scene and all that. Most of my social 
contacts are my clients, and I'm not willing to go there. I've seen what happens when my colleagues let the line 
blur between fantasy and reality, and it's not pretty. Besides, I'm a professional. | would never let myself 


develop feelings for a client. 


Funny thing about the word "never," though. You use that word, and it's just tempting the universe to come 


along and fuck with you. 


| can't forget the first time | saw him. His husband had hired me as a sort of surprise. | pulled up the long 
driveway to their big house in the woods, not really looking forward to the evening's entertainment. Sometimes 
celebrity clients are the worst. They're so used to being fawned over that they can't really let go and let me 


do my job, so | wasn't expecting much out of the evening other than a wad of cash. 

| rang the doorbell, and my client, Master A, as | call him, answered. He's handsome in a ruddy, Eastern 
European kind of way. | could picture him posing in leiderhosen and hoisting a stein in a beer advert. He's not a 
particularly tall man, but he's built like a blond bear, with massive hands, and, as | was soon to find out, and 
equally-impressive prick. He was dressed in a bathrobe, no leather or gimp mask or anything. | was grateful 
for that. | certainly am not averse to a bit of fetish wear, but it's tacky during the introductions, you know? 
He smiled warmly at me. “Blair, | presume?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Whew! Thank God. It would have been a little awkward if you were selling magazine subscriptions or 
something.’ He shook my hand vigorously, then took a step back and grinned. "Oh, wow. Geddy is going to love 


you. Come on in, everything's all set up and ready to go." 


As he walked me through their comfortably-elegant home, he told me a little bit about the circumstances of 
my visit. "Y'know, we've not really done anything like this for years." 


"Like?" 


"Had a threesome. We fooled around with a friend of ours, oh, back in the ‘10s, but that was just the once and 


we were all really hammered." 
"The ‘10s? You've been together a long time." 
"Almost 40 years." He smiled fondly, eyes twinkling. "He's my life." 


"Are you sure you want to do this, then?" 


"Oh, definitely! We've been playing around with submission for a quite a while, and | think it's time to take 
things to the next level. That, and he's been working really hard on some stuff lately. | think he deserves a 


reward." 
"Safe word?" 


"Gibson" He blushed a little. "We're musicians, so we needed something we could remember. We hardly ever use 


it, though. Geddy's.. adventurous. Well, as far as sex goes, anyway." 
"Anything off limits?" 

"No, not really. He's pretty much up for anything, like | said." 

"And you?" 

"He's happy, l'm happy." 


We walked down a short hallway and stopped in front of a nondescript door with a table next to it. There was 
a rustically-expensive-looking pottery basin on top of the table. It contained two Rolexes and two iPhones. 


"Well, here we are. I'm going to have to ask you to leave your watch and your cell phone in the bowl, there. 
That's the rule for our special room." 


Normally, I'd flat-out refuse to leave my cell phone. It's just not good safety practice, not when you're going 
into an unfamiliar situation. Something about his manner set me at ease, though. | couldn't imagine this affable 
guy harming a hair on my head. | was right, too. The danger wasn't physical. | placed my watch (a Fossil, one of 
the first really pricey things | bought for myself) and my cell phone (prepaid burner -- it's my work phone) in 
the dish, feeling like | was bringing down the property values on that particular piece of crockery. Then Master 
A opened the door. 


It took my eyes a moment to adjust. The only source of light in the room was a flickering fireplace set into 
the far wall. Soon, though, | could make out the furnishings -- an Oriental rug, a leather couch, bookshelves, 
everything running to a burgundy and chocolate color scheme. And there, kneeling on the rug, blindfolded and 


gagged, was G-String. 


A word about his nickname. No one else calls him G-String but me, and | mean it with nothing but affection. 


Besides, it suits him. 


Even then, even before | knew him, | responded strongly to him. He was beautiful, pale in the orange glow of 
the fire, ebony hair brushing over muscled shoulders. He was completely nude save for a pair of lacy blue 


panties, a garter belt and stockings, and the sluttiest pair of stripper pumps I've ever seen. 


I've never been one for cross-dressing. | always figure if | wanted to sleep with a woman, I'd just be straight 
and have a lot less irritating time at family gatherings. But somehow, it looked amazing on him. Not feminine, 


exactly, just.. soft. Delicate. And godawful sexy. 


| walked to him, looking him over. As | got closer, | could see a pulse beating wildly in his long, slender neck. | 
found myself wanting to bite him there, to hear what his voice sounded like. But of course, | didn't. | was there 
to work, and going off the script designed by Master A, whatever that script might be, was not in the cards. 


Master A motioned for me to stay quiet and also to get undressed. | stripped down as quietly as | could, while 
he stood next to G-String and caressed his hair. G-String, for his part, knelt there as still as a statue. God, 
what an amazing sub he is. I've had plenty of clients who say they enjoy being submissive, but give them an 
order that is even a little uncomfortable or difficult, and all of a sudden they're bitching and whining and 
complaining that they're paying me, so they get to call the shots. Ridiculous. Not my G-String, though. You can 
tell he truly loves it. Mmmm. 


Once | was in my altogether, Master A nodded and dropped his bathrobe. Holy shit. I've seen a lot of cocks in 
my day, but | had to pinch myself when | saw his. It had to be at least 25 centimetres long, not to mention 
thick and uncircumcised. | didn't know whether to be aroused or frightened, and | sincerely gave G-String credit 


for taking that beast for the past four decades. 


Master A beckoned for me to join them, and undid the gag that filled G-String's mouth. He stroked his cheek 
lovingly for just a moment, looking at him like he was the most precious thing in the world. He ran his fingers 
through his hair, then formed his hand into a fist and yanked on the midnight strands, sharply. The barest 
whisper of a moan passed through G-String's lips. 


"Comfy?" Master A's voice had lost all of its sunny, cheery tone and was now filled with menace. 


"Y-yes, Master." Ohhh, G-String's voice. It's like feathers dipped in starlight, wrapped in raw silk Those two 


words sent shivers down my spine and made my dick ache. 


"Hmmm.. You're such a good little slut. So good that | think you should be rewarded. Can you guess what your 


reward might be?" 

"No, Master.” 

"Well, then, | guess lil just have to show you. Open wide and get ready to suck’ 

Obediently, G-String opened his mouth. One look from Master A, and | was able to suss out what he wanted 
me to do. | stood in front of him and placed the tip of my cock on his lips. His soft pink tongue snaked out, and 


he licked along the underside of the head. | shifted my hips and pressed deeper into his mouth. Heaven. 


As | slid past his molars, | could see realization start to dawn. I've got nothing to be ashamed of in the peris- 


size department, but the difference between my cock and Master A's had to have been immediately apparent. 


His eyebrows raised and a slight flush passed over his cheeks, but, being an absolutely top-notch world-class 


submissive, he kept his composure and began to suck me, just like his master wanted. 


Master A was obviously very attuned to his sub's moods and reactions, and chuckled when he saw those faint 
hints of shock. "That's right. We have a quest joining us for this evening's festivities. Now be a good little 


whore and make him feel welcome." 


Getting the word from his master seemed to inspire G-String, and he settled in and really got down to 
business. | mean, really got down to business. Cocksucking is both an art and a science, and he had both down 
pat. He could have given a seminar on blowjobs, he was that good. | guess having that many years of practice 


on the Rod of the Gods had served him well. 


By saying he was good, I'm not saying that he made me come quickly. Too many people think that's the sign of 
an excellent blowjob. That's like saying McDonald's is a fine restaurant because it gets you full faster. No, a 
good blowjob is like a seven-course gourmet dinner, and G-String is fucking Thomas Keller. He kept me on the 


edge forever, and just as | was about to lose it completely, Master A's purring voice interrupted the moment. 


"That'll be enough, Slut. We don't want him to pop too early, do we? He'll miss out on so much of the fun if we 
do." | fought the urge to punch Master A in the throat as the warm, wet suction ceased and G-String sat 
back on his heels, waiting for his next instructions. He was right, though, much as | hated to admit it. l'm a 
young, fit guy, so | can get it up again fairly quickly, but it would mean five or ten minutes of down time, 
anyway. | mean, | can do other stuff while we're waiting, but clients seem to like to see a boner at all times if 


they can. 
"Now, how about you meet our new friend? Would you like that?" 
"Yes, Master." 


Master A loosened and removed G-String's blindfold, and he blinked blearily as his eyes adjusted to the 
firelight. His gaze rested on me, but no expression crossed his face. | felt vaguely insulted. | mean, | know not 
everyone fancies gingers, but I'd like to think that almost any middle-aged gay man would be at least a little 
pleased to see a young, virile workout enthusiast in front of him, naked and ready for action Master A poked 
around in the pocket of the bathrobe puddled on the floor at his feet and produced a pair of wire-rimmed 
specs. He unfolded the stems and placed them on G-String's rather prominent aquiline nose and behind his 
equally sizable ears. He focused on me, then, and his mouth dropped open slightly as he turned an incredibly 
fetching shade of crimson. | felt myself grin smugly. That was more like it. 


"Slut, this is Blair, but you are to call him Master B. You need to follow his commands just as you would follow 


mine. Is that understood?" 
"Yes, Master." 


"Good. What do you suggest we do now, Master B?" 


"Well, | did bring along one of my favorite pieces of equipment.” 
"Excellent" 
| nudged G-String. "On your feet, Slave." 


"Yes, Master B" | liked the sound of his voice saying that particular phrase. He stood up, wincing a little at 
what appeared to be some stiffness in his legs. Despite any discomfort he might have been feeling, he was 
obviously enjoying himself. Those pretty little blue panties were getting all stretched out by his obvious 


erection. 
| motioned over to a largish leather ottoman next to the couch. "Lie on that, on your stomach." 


"Yes, Master B" He walked over to the ottoman rather gracefully, considering the pair of ridiculous fuck-me 
heels on his feet, then knelt to drape himself over the ottoman, his ass up in the air. Apparently teetering 
around on stilettos is good for the glutes, because he had a far cuter ass than a man of his age had any 


right having. | gave it a little swat, then turned my attention to the case I'd brought with me. 


| have a lot of toys and such to choose from. | enjoy shopping for sexy items, and it's also a good investment 
in my business. | tend not to bring too many items with me for a first visit, though. There are so many 
different kinks out there that I'd need to bring a wheelbarrow with me to cover all the bases, and it's 
frustrating to have everything under the sun other than that one thing that will make my client scream. It's 
better to make do with a few selected favorites until | get a sense of what the client will enjoy. 


One thing | always bring, no matter what, is my Ginny-girl, more formally Virginia Slim. Ginny's a sleek leather 
riding crop, and was given her name by a grateful client who had a lot of affection for her. | have a lot of 
affection for her, too. You can get plenty of cheap novelty crops out there, but | believe that a craftsman is 
only as good as his tools, so | splurged and went for the top of the line. It was entirely worth it. She's shiny 
and supple, and she makes such a beautiful sound as she whistles through the air and slaps onto tender flesh. 


Ginny gets around in her very own custom carrying case. There's honestly no real need for it, but so much of 
my job depends on theatrics. The shiny aluminium case creates a nice buzz of anticipation, as well as 


reinforcing that she's a serious piece of equipment. 


| snapped the case open and presented Ginny to Master A for inspection An evil smirk formed on his lips, a 
I80-degree change from his sunny smiles of earlier in the evening. 


"Oh, very nice." 
"Would you like to pick her up?" 


‘I'd love to, thank you." Reverently, he picked Ginny from the case and tested her satisfying weight in his palm. 


He gave her a few test swishes through the air, grinning even larger at the whoosh she makes. He admired 


her for a moment longer in the firelight, then made to hand her back to me. 


| held up my palms to stop him. "Would you like to do the honors?" | asked, indicating G-String with a nod of 
my head. 


‘I'm honored, really, but you're the professional. I'd love to see a true artist go about his work" 


"You flatter me, Sir." The entire time we were talking, G-String was lying passively across the ottoman. God, 
the trust someone has to have in their dom to not be tempted to steal a glance at what we were doing! That 


kind of devotion needs to be rewarded, and that's just what | intended to do. 


| stood behind him and ran my right palm over that magnificent ass of his. | could feel him tense up, though 
from fear or excitement, | did not know. | squeezed his right cheek, hard. He didn't make a sound, but that's 
never an indication of enjoyment. Many subs, particularly ones as well-trained as this one, have been trained 
by their doms to only make noise when told to do so. 


"Do you like me touching your ass, Slave?" 
"Yes, Master B" 


It was just as I'd surmised. "Good, good." | gave him one last feel, then hooked my thumbs under the waistband 
of his panties and eased them down over his hips, leaving the garter belt where it was. | admired the view for 


a moment, then it was time to get back to work. 


| stepped half a pace backward and rolled my shoulders. | like to loosen up a bit before | do anything too 
athletic. Tearing my rotator cuff mid-session would be anything but sexy. Once | felt sufficiently warmed-up, | 
flexed Ginny toward me and released her, letting her snap back onto his exposed ass. It wasn't the sharpest 
sting she could give, but | felt it was a nice preview of things to come. He flinched slightly as the leather 
contacted his skin. No matter how well-trained a sub is, they still can't completely control their bodily reaction 


to stimuli. | love the little twitches and tremors that reveal all the dirty little hidden feelings under the 


surface. 


| looked over to Master A, who was red-faced and sweating, and starting to breathe hard. No question at all 
that he was enjoying our little tableau. 


"He's so quiet. I'd like it if he could give me a little response." 
Master A chortled, and the tiniest bit of his non-dom personality peeked through. "Oh, boy, you really don't 
know what you're in for." Then he seemed to realize he'd broken character, and the veil came back down. "You 


hear that, Slut? Master B would like for you to be more vocal.” 


"Yes, Master. Do you give me permission?" 


"What | did not give you permission to do is ask questions. However, I'll let it slide for now. Yes, Master B is 


our guest, so | do give you permission to follow his order.” 

"Thank you, Master." 

"You're welcome, my darling little whore." He nodded at me. "Go ahead." 

"Thank you, Master A." 

"You're welcome, Master B" The issue being resolved, | got back to work. He'd taken the little love tap well, so | 
felt like it was time to give him the full treatment. | hauled my arm back and dealt him a cracking blow across 


the backside. 


The admonition to be more vocal had apparently sunk in, because he let loose the most ungodly wail I've ever 


heard. | nearly dropped Ginny. Startled, | looked over at Master A, who was smirking. 

"I told you so. Do you want me to have him turn it back down?" 

"No, no, that's okay. | was just.. surprised. It's unique." 

"That it is, that it is." 

"Am | hurting him?" 

‘Oh, possibly, but that's the sound he makes when he really likes it. I'd say keep going, if the spirit moves you." 
One look at G-String's bone-china ass with an angry red welt running across it, and the spirit definitely moved 
me. In fact, it moved me to give him another welt to match the first one. And another. And another. Before 
long, his ass was covered in a uniform rosy blush, and my ears were ringing from his screams of ecstasy. He 
was grasping the sides of the ottoman in a death grip. Master A, who had been watching the whole scene with 
an expression best described as naked lust crossed the room to stand in front of him. 

"So, Slut, how do you like your present?" 

His voice came out in a series of breathy gasps. "Oh, very much, Master. Thank you." 

"Well, then, | think it's time you show your appreciation to Master B and |, don't you?" 


"Yes, Master. I'd like that." 


With surprising speed for a man his size and age, Master A grabbed G-String's hair and again pulled it sharply, 
so that his head was tilted to the side. Master A crouched low and close to G-String's face. 


"Watch your tone. This isn't about what you'd like, and don't you forget that.” 
"Yes, Master." 


"That's better." He stood and addressed me. "Master B, | usually am the only one, the only one that fucks our 
sissy little friend here. I've been quite stern about that in the past, haven't |, Bitch?" 


"Yes, Master." 


"But, tonight I'm willing to make an exception. You're such a prize.. I'd like to offer you my slut's ass, if you 


want it" 
"I'd be honored" | wasn't acting. | wanted to fuck him harder than I'd wanted to fuck anyone in a while. 


| went over to my bag of tricks and fished around until | found a condom. | always use them when l'm having 
sex with one of my clients. | provide up-to-date blood test results, of course, and | require that my clients 


give me theirs, but there's no such thing as too careful. 


| rolled the condom down onto my cock, then applied some extra lube. | took my place behind G-String, grasped 


his hips for leverage, then slammed inside. 
Oh, my lord. 


Judging from the size of Master A's unit, | had expected that it would be like fucking a wind sock, but no! He 
was so tight and so hot. Do they have kegel exercises for bums now? Well, whatever he's been doing, it's 


working for him. It was amazing. 
He was enjoying it, too, if | do say so myself. | thought he had been loud earlier, but that was nothing 
compared to the air raid siren that had apparently been sounded in the room. | didn't mind, though. Once | got 


used to it, it was sexy rather than alarming. 


Master A stood in front of him and barked an order for him to open his mouth. G-String did so 
enthusiastically, taking him almost all the way down to his balls. Again, impressive. Its too bad they found their 


calling in music, they'd have made a killing in porn 


G-String's howls were muffled somewhat by Master A's tree root halfway down his esophagus, but the 


sounds he could make were growing more and more urgent. Master A noted this and pulled back suddenly. 
‘Mmm.. My poor horny twink. You want to come, don't you?" 


"Oh, yes, Master, yes!" 


"Well, then, beg for it" 
‘Oh, Master, Master, please let me come. Please, | need it, I'm so horny!" 


"Hmm.. Let me think about it for a bit" He tapped G-String's lips with the head of his cock, and G-String began 
to suck him again. | kept right at doing what | was doing, enjoying the way his whole body quivered with each 
thrust. After a few more moments, Master A spoke again. 


"Since you've been such a good boy tonight, and so obedient for me and for Master B, yes, you can come." 


G-String didn't need any other encouragement. His cries and sobs were again muted by the daikon radish on his 
tonsils, but his climax was unmistakable. His hips moved as he unconsciously and frantically humped the 


ottoman, and his back arched, pushing back into me even harder. As he came, he contracted around me. 


Now, something | pride myself in is my stamina | can go all night if | need to. But | didn't feel the need to in 
this scene, and Goddamnit, this was hot. Without thinking too much about it, | started thrusting harder and 
deeper. Everything went blinding white for a moment, and | heard myself grunt like a rutting boar as | let 
myself go and spill into the rubber. 


When | came back to myself, | had a moment of concern. See, | hadn't asked Master A for permission to come, 
and some doms get very shirty and territorial about that kind of thing. | was glad to see, however, that 
Master A looked perfectly blissful as G-String attempted to gargle his elephant trunk. His eyelids fluttered 


open, and he smiled at me. 

“All set?" 

"Yes, Master A." 

"Then why don't we switch? It my tight little ass to fuck, after all." 

"With pleasure, Master A." 

| took off the condom and disposed of it in the wastebasket, then stood back and enjoyed the show. The look on 
G-String's face as Master A slammed that enormous cock of his home was indescribable. Even though l'm 
sure he's literally had it thousands of times, it still had to hurt, but he looked as though he was about to 
ascend into heaven. l'm glad that | went first. Master A would have been a tough act to follow. 

There's something about watching two people who truly love each other fuck. It's arousing on a whole different 
level, even if they're not good at it. Master A and G-String were very good at it. It didn't take long before | 


was rock-hard again, and ready to do something about it. 


There's nothing | would have loved more than to insert myself into that lovely mouth again, but herein lies one 


of the more.. awkward facets of gay sex. And some straight sex, | would assume, but | only have anecdotal 


evidence there. The sad fact of it all is that there are certain sex acts that can only be combined in a 
particular order, at least not without a lengthy shower between them. Or, as my friend Edwin likes to say 
"Front to back, you're on the right track. Back to front, you're an awful cunt” Edwin is the poet of my 


generation 


Anyway, since I'd already been in his ass, even with a condom, | couldn't exactly go shoving my dick in his 
mouth. I'm sure there are some people out there who would just go for it, but those people are nasty. | wasn't 
just going to sit there and let a beautiful erection and a beautiful sub go to waste, though, so | began to jerk 
off. 


G-String appeared to have recovered from his orgasm rather quickly as well. He was squirming and howling 
and jolting his hips back into Master A's pelvis in a way that looked almost painful. Master A didn't seem to 
mind, though. 


Master A sped up his thrusts. He's not the most vocal client, but you can tell when he's getting close by the 
expression on his face and the tempo of his breathing. He was definitely on the way to the peak So was |, and | 
sped up my fist to match his rhythm. As | felt myself start to slip yet again, | bent over, angling the tip of 


my cock toward G-String's lovely face, tense with his impending explosion 


Master A was going for broke now, and the sounds of slapping flesh and unbearable pleasure filled the air. The 
sharp jab of orgasm gripped my lower abdomen, and | watched as the pearly drops of my semen painted G- 
String's flushed face. At that moment, he cried out again, sobbing "Alex, Alex." Master A roared like a bull and 
shoved his full length inside of G-String, then stilled, quivering. 


For a moment, all | could hear were raspy breaths, some of them my own. Then, incongruously, a snore. 


Startled, | looked down to find that G-String was fast asleep in a puddle of come on the ottoman. 
‘Oh, my God. Is he okay?" 


Master A chuckled. "Yeah, he's fine. | thought that this might happen. He's been having trouble sleeping lately, 
and nothing relaxes him more than sex, so.." He trailed off and gave a "there you have it" gesture. It was 


obvious that Master A had gone and Alex was there to take his place. 
"ve never seen that before." 


Its always an adventure around here, I'll tell you. Let me get him cleaned up a bit" He turned and went into a 
small room off to the side. | heard water running, and a moment later, he returned carrying three washcloths. 
He handed one to me, then gently washed his husband. After he was done, he cleaned himself up a bit. | did a 
quick wash, and handed back the washcloth. He walked back into the bathroom, | heard the soft thud of linens 


being tossed into a hamper, then he again returned to the main room. 


"Here, give me a hand getting him to bed and we can settle up." He put his arms under G-String, who stirred a 


bit and murmured something incomprehensible. Alex smiled at him gently. 


"Hey, Doofus. How about helping me out by putting your arms around my neck? l'm not as young as | used to 
be, you know" G-String drowsily complied, and with a slight grunt, Alex lifted him. 


| hated to see someone older than my father exert himself like that. "You want me to get him?" 


"No, no, its okay. This isn't the first time I've carried him, and it won't be the last. Just get the door for me, 


will you?" 
| opened the door to their inner sanctum, then followed Alex up the stairs to the second floor. We walked down 
a long hall. Alex stopped in front of the door at the end, and | opened it for him. | caught a glimpse of a big oak 


bed, then he disappeared inside. A few minutes later, he came back into the hallway, carrying an envelope. 


"This is for you. That was amazing, honestly. Thank you." He gestured, and we started to make our way back 


downstairs. 
"I had a wonderful time, myself. The two of you are.. impressive." 


He grinned and made an "aw, shucks" sound. "Well, | don't know about impressive. Enthusiastic, I'll give you. 


Demented, probably." 


We stopped outside the sex room, and | retrieved my watch and phone, then Alex walked me to the front door. 
As | turned the knob, he stopped me. 


"When are you free again?" 
‘I'd have to check my calendar." 
"What about tomorrow? Are you free at all tomorrow?" 


| was a bit surprised. Usually my new clients want a few days to recover after a session with me. But if they 


were up for it, | certainly was. "Yeah, | think | am. Same time?" 


"That sounds great" We shook hands again, and | went out the front door and toward my car, as he beamed 
and waved at me from the window. | was surprised to see that it was already getting light out. | guess time 


really does fly when you're having fun. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks again to Miso, Mercury_Diva, and Ro for letting me have my way with their creations! 


At this point, | had no particular feelings for either Master A or G-String that went beyond appreciation for 
some damn fine sex and gratitude for the fact that they'd paid me without kicking up a fuss and given me a 
very nice tip, to boot. | was glad I'd be seeing them again that night. Good clients can be hard to find, and | 
didn't mind having another chance to plow that lovely hot ass. 


| got home to my apartment, got undressed, crawled into bed, and slept like the dead. | woke to the shrilling of 
my work phone, around eight hours later. | poked around blearily and put the phone to my ear after only three 
tries. 

"Mmello?" 

"Hello, Blair? I'm sorry, did | wake you up?" It took me a moment to place it, but then | put a name and a face 
to a voice and realized it was Master A. Shit. I'd been looking forward to seeing them again that night. Maybe 
G-String hadn't had as much fun as it looked like he had. 

‘Mmm, yeah, but | should be getting up anyway. What's up? Do you need to cancel?" | figured there'd be no 
point in beating around the bush. If they were going to crap out on me, | still had time to call the agency and 


set up another date for the evening. 


"Oh, oh, goodness no!" It was a little hard to reconcile Master A, strutting around and calling the love of his life 
"slut" and "whore" with the polite, cheerful Alex, saying things like "oh, goodness, no." 


"That's good to hear. Is this a social call, then, or." 
‘Oh, sorry. No, uh, Geddy and | were talking, and, uh.. Could you bring your riding crop again tonight?" 
"Ginny? OF course! | rarely leave home without her!" 


"Wonderful, wonderful. We'll see you at seven Thank you so much, Blair. Geddy hasn't been able to stop talking 


about you since he woke up." 
"I'm truly flattered. I'll see you soon" 


"See you soon" He hung up, and | lay in bed for a few moments, collecting my thoughts. Then | got up, shuffled 
into my kitchen, and ate some breakfast. (Pop-Tarts and coffee -- | have a bit of a sweet tooth. | know that | 


have to work out more to make up for it, but its so worth it) After that, | went to the gym for a while, 


came home, showered, and watched a bit of television until it was time to get ready for my date. 

Ill admit to perhaps taking a little more care than | usually do. It's not that | ever show up looking like a slob, 
but | selected my clothes with maybe a tny bit more attention to showing off my best features (abs, chest, 
shoulders) and | wore my very favorite cologne, the one that | save for special occasions. 

| felt a pleasant sense of anticipation as | drove over to their place. | allowed myself to enjoy the rising 
giddiness, with the knowledge that I'd have to turn it down and get in touch with my inner brooding dungeon 
keeper once | pulled into the driveway. It had been a long time since | was that excited about new clients, but it 
wasn't the first time. Just like if | were a barista or a waiter or, hell, a doctor or a lawyer, there would be 
some clients | clicked with. It didn't have to have any deeper emotional truth than that. 

| pulled up to the house, took a moment to get into the right headspace, grabbed my bag, and locked the car. 
They live out in the sticks, so | wasn't particularly worried that a deer was going to steal my Camry, but it's 
the force of habit from living in downtown Toronto. | tamped down the urge to do a little jig as | strode up the 
brick walkway to their front door. 


Master A answered, much as before. He was wearing a button-down and a pair of jeans that were doing little 


to disguise his enormous hard-on. It was already shaping up to be a fun evening. 


"Blair! So glad to see you! Geddy's waiting for us." He motioned me in, and we once again started down to their 


secret love palace. 
"lm glad to be here. Last night was fun, and | have to say that you were more than generous.” 
"You were worth it, worth every penny." He paused. "Is it tacky to say that?" 


"No, | know I'm getting paid. It doesn't bother me. | don't need to pretend I'm not here in a professional 
capacity." 


"Okay, | wasn't sure. Hey, since you are here in a professional capacity, can | ask you something?" 
"Absolutely." 

"You were there last night. Do you have any, uh, pointers for me?" 

"Pointers?" 

"As, uh, you know, a dominant?" 


"Oh! Well, | mean, it's obviously working for you -- your husband seems to like it” 


"I know, but there's always room for improvement. Any tips at all?" 


| hesitated. | didn't like to critique someone who had probably been dabbling in BDSM since before | was born, 


but on the other hand, | am a professional. 
"Weellll.. Just a few things, one thing, really. And it's not a big deal.” 
"Lay it on me." 


"You could be a little more consistent. You asked your sub if he would like something, and then later you told 
him that it wasn't about what he liked or didn't like. | don't think he cared, but it is the kind of thing that can 


pull a submissive out of the moment if you aren't careful with it." 
“Interesting.” 


"And you might also want to be more consistent with what you call him. If you notice, | always referred to 
him as ‘Slave: You were kind of all over the place, you know, slut, whore, bitch. Again, not a huge deal, but it 
can be distracting, for him and for you. If you pick a name and stick to it, you don't have to think about what 


to call him next." 
"Do you have any suggestions?" 


"Is up to you; you know what he likes best. Some people are more into the submission bit, some prefer the 
humiliation of being called names. On the other hand, some subs get offended or get their feelings hurt if you 
call them something too nasty." 


"He likes both, | think. He doesn't get offended like that." 


"Well, then, sky's the limit. And you can always change it up now and then, from session to session, for 


example. No real hard-and-fast rules. And like | say, you're obviously doing something right if it's still working 


for both of you." 


"Thanks for the advice." We were outside of the door now, and following his lead | put my watch and my phone 
in the bowl, just as | had the night before. He grinned, just a touch evilly. "I think you're going to like what we 
have for you tonight." 


We went into the room, and wow, was he ever right. A fire was burning merrily in the fireplace, soft classical 
music was playing, and G-String was spread-eagled on the floor, bound wrist and ankle to some cleverly- 
concealed hooks set into the hardwood planking just beyond the edges of the Oriental rug. The hooks looked like 
they could be snapped down to lie flat when not in use. | made a mental note to ask Master A who his 
contractor had been. | live in a flat, but some custom cabinetry might come in handy.. 


| tore my attention away from the craftsmanship and toward the centerpiece of the room. Once again, G- 


String took my breath away. His pale skin was covered in a thin sheen of sweat that reflected the dancing 
firelight. He was tensed against his bonds, and sinewy muscles stood out in his arms, legs, and abdomen, He was 
wearing a different pair of panties, these black and nearly see-through, edged in red lace. He was quite 
obviously extremely aroused. He was gagged but not blindfolded, and wild lust shown in his eyes. | went from 
zero to rampagingly horny in roughly 0.08 seconds. It's a wonder | didn't pass out from all the blood leaving 
my brain and going somewhere more useful. 


Master A crossed over to where he lay, and G-String fixed him with a pleading look 


‘Mmmm... Feeling horny, Whore?" G-String whimpered and nodded in response. Master A looked over to me. "I've 
had him tied up here for a while now, and l'm sure all his filthy little mind has been able to think about is us 
fucking him. Isn't that right?" G-String nodded again. 


Master A knelt beside him and ran his hands over that porcelain torso, accented with just the right amount of 
ebony body hair. As his hands roamed lower, G-String squirmed prettily in anticipation Master A ran his palm 
across G-String's gauze-covered erection, drawing a stifled moan from his sub's mouth. | could see tiny little 
tremors run across his long, lovely limbs, and my dick pulsed in time with them. | dropped to my knees on his 


other side, eager to get in on the action 

Master A took his hand away from G-String's body and cupped the back of my head, then drew me in for a 
kiss. We tongue-wrestled above G-String, who whimpered his appreciation for the view. As we kissed, Master 
A's hand again crept southward on G-String's supine form, this time slipping beneath the waistband of the 
panties. | took his cue and joined him, our hands entwining around his throbbing erection and stroking. We 
brought him to the brink, then Master A stilled the motion and we pulled our hands out from his panties, 
leaving G-String quivering, his hips vainly shifting in an attempt to regain the friction 


Master A withdrew his tongue from my mouth and his lips from my lips, then sat back. "So, Master B, | had 


an idea for something entertaining we could do this evening." 
"Oh, yes, Master A?" 

"Yes. | was thinking we could have a little contest.” 

"A contest, you say?" 


"Yes. As you might have noticed, my loyal whore here is very.. sensitive. | thought maybe we could see who 
could make him come the most" 


"That sounds like a really capital idea. Are we going by intensity or number?" 
‘Number, | think, though extra points could be given for creativity and really immense orgasms, | suppose." 


"That sounds good to me. Who goes first?" 


"My house, my whore, | go first.” 
"Fair enough, let's get started" 


| stood up and took a step back as Master A went to work. He also stood, smirking as he slowly peeled his 
clothes off, working his jeans down off of his hips to reveal his massive cock, unrestrained by underwear. 
Never breaking eye contact with G-String, he knelt between his spread legs. He ran his palms up G-String's 
thighs, then hooked his fingers under the waistband of his panties. The only sound in the room was the faint 


swell of violins from the sleek stereo and the rasping of G-String's breath. The tension was enormous. 


Milking the moment for all it was worth, Master A paused for a few excruciating moments, then yanked 
sharply. The gauzy material tore off of G-String's hips like it was tissue paper. Master A wadded it into his 


palm, then looked up at me. 
"Lube," he growled. 


| didn't do anything, not at first. I'd come into this as a dom and hadn't expected to be following orders. | just 
stood and blinked. 


"Lube!" he shouted. 


This time | took the hint. | looked around the room, and finally saw the bottle of Maximus. They had good taste 
in lube. | grabbed it and tossed it to him. 


| expected him to start fucking G-String immediately, but instead he lubed up his fingers, and with practiced 
slowness pressed the first one inside G-String's ass. He added a second, then a third, all expertly crooked to 
provide maximal prostate stimulation. G-String moaned around the gag and writhed against his bonds, and | took 
off my pants, which were starting to become distinctly painful. | let them fall around my ankles and stroked 
myself as | watched Master A skillfully twist and thrust his thick digits inside of G-String's hot, tight hole. 


| had to be careful. The scene unfolding before me was so fucking hot, | felt like | could shoot off right then 
and there. | gritted my teeth and slowed my hand on my cock to a teasing crawl. 


G-String, on the other hand, showed no signs of holding back. He was shuddering, hard, and | knew he couldn't 
last long. Master A sped up his thrusts, and G-String cried out, his hips jolting as he came without being 
touched. | bit my lip and stripped completely as | watched the droplets of come splatter down onto his chest 


and stomach. 


Without missing a beat, Master A rose and | took his place. | had some catching up to do. | knew from recent 
experience that G-String recovered quickly, but | wanted to make sure that he bounced back as fast as he 
possibly could. 


First, | lowered my head to his body and licked the come off of him. He stirred and moaned at the feel of my 
tongue on his skin. The taste of him made my head spin and my heart beat like a stampede in my chest. | 
worked my way down, kissing along his glory trail until | got to a dark thatch of pubic hair. 


He was still soft, but | could feel him begin to stiffen across my tongue as | took him into my mouth. | might 
be a strong, dominant top, and a young one at that, but that doesn't mean | haven't sucked more than my fair 
share of dicks. In fact, that's how | started making my living, almost ten years ago. 


| could have done something fancy, but | figured I'd save that for later. For now, | wanted to get him hard, and 
| wanted to make him come, and | didn't want to waste a lot of time on dramatic flourishes. | took him down to 


his balls while scraping my fingernails across the soft skin on his inner thighs. He shook encouragingly. 


His dick was hard again by that point. | started to bob my head up and down quickly, sucking hard. He was 
grunting and groaning, and | could feel him twitch in my mouth. | gripped his legs and went for broke. He felt 


glorious as he burst again, trickling down my throat. 


My shoulders were grasped firmly and | found myself being pulled back by the strong, calloused hands of 
Master A. | respectfully got out of the way. His pre-lubed cock shone wetly in the light of the fire as he 
aligned his hips with G-String's and slammed his way inside. 


G-String jumped like he'd been electrocuted. His head flew back and he howled. | could tell he was starting to 
get hoarse. Master A clung tight and started hammering away. He's so powerful, like a barely-controlled animal. 
It's amazing to watch him fuck. Its amazing to watch them fuck each other, actually, sunlight and moonlight, 
summer and winter. Gorgeous. 


G-String was understandably not as quick to come as he had been, so | had an agonizingly long time to 
appreciate the erotic tableau. | can't remember a time where I'd ever wanted to come so badly. My legs were 
shaking underneath me and my balls ached like a rotting tooth. | could have jerked off, but as uncomfortable as 


| was, | wanted to wait. One never knows when an awesome hard-on will be needed. 


Finally (thank God), G-String's hands tightened into fists in his restraints and his cock spasmed and his body 
shook as he orgasmed. Master A, scarlet-faced, let loose with a truly-impressive stream of curses as he 


joined him in ecstasy. 


It was my turn again, and | remembered that | had an ace in the hole, so to speak. | grabbed my Ginny's case 
and brought her out. | was so worked up that | barely knew what | was doing. | flew over to G-String and undid 
his bonds, then flipped him over. | tried to prop him up on his hands and knees, but the fatigue of being tied up 
for what had to have been hours overtook him and they buckled, casting him back to the floor. | was beyond 
caring. | dropped to my knees. | grasped his cock with one hand, whipping him with Ginny with the other. Still 
gagged, he gurgled and screamed as stroked him, roughly and fast. His hips were working frantically against my 
dick, and | saw stars. A few more strokes of the lash and of my hand, and he was falling again, desperately 
thrashing and pistoning until he gave out, shuddering like gelatin, completely exhausted. 


| eased off of him, still hard and blazingly horny. Master A spoke from above me. 


"I think we'd better give him a little break, don't you? We're tied, seems like a good place to leave off. I'll draw 
us a bath. Join us, the tub's big enough for three." He padded through the bathroom door, leaving G-String and 


| alone. 


| undid the gag from his face and removed it from his mouth, then rubbed his spasming arms and legs. 


"Mmm, thank you," he rasped, 


| smiled at him. "You're very welcome. It's nice to hear your voice again" We looked into each other's eyes for 


just a moment. 


"Bath's ready," called Master A from the bathroom. Moment over. | helped G-String stand, and he leaned 
against me as he hobbled to join his husband. 


Master A hadn't been lying about the size of the tub. It was more of a hot tub than a bathtub, and it was 
full of steaming water and fragrant bubbles, jets churning water into froth. Master A was sitting in the tub, a 


smiling crouton in a bowl of soup. We joined him. It was obvious that none of us had bathing on our mind. 


Our three bodies slipped and slid against each other in the liquid warmth, touching, grasping, rubbing together. 
It was glorious, particularly in my hyper-aroused state. Soon, | found all of my attention turned toward G- 
String, who was being very attentive indeed, 


His talented hands grasped my cock firmly, just at the edge of painfully, as he sunk to position himself beneath 
me, the tips of his hair floating in the water. He locked eyes with me, and | felt like | could fall into his gaze 
forever. Then we kissed. | know it's a cliche, but the world honestly stopped spinning and | felt like | was flung 
into space. | sensed the danger of my feelings, and broke the kiss. He looked at me, questioningly. 


"Allow me," | murmured, and sat against the side of the tub, pulling him onto my lap. There. That was a bit 


less.. intimate, somehow. He wiggled as | pressed my cock against him, and | kissed his long, graceful neck 
"Fuck me," he breathed, rocking against me. 


"I'd love to, but l'm afraid | don't have a condom with me," | groaned. "That doesn't mean we can't get off 
together, though." | soaped my dick and inserted it between his cheeks, not inside him, but close enough. | 
started to slide back and forth. | reached around him, only half-surprised to see that he was hard again. | 
pumped my fist up and down as he squirmed, bringing friction to my needy cock Barely rational, | looked over 
his shoulder to see Master A, flushed and clearly jerking off, watching us. Encouraged that all was right with 
the world, | sped up both my hips and my hand. 


Soon the small, steamy room was echoing with moans and gasps pouring from three sets of lips. | couldn't tell 
who was making what sounds, not even what sounds | was making myself. | knew only that | was reaching my 


peak rapidly. | was lost in a sea of sensation, pleasure pouring over me. 


Finally, | couldn't hold back any longer. | grasped his hipbone with one hand and gripped his cock in the other. | 
felt electric fingers grasp my spine, and | was only dimly aware of G-String's warmth flooding over my hand 
and Master A's bellow as | turned inside-out, dick first. 

It took me a moment to come back to my senses. Once | caught my breath, | opened my eyes. G-String was 
lying back against me, head on my chest, blissful smile on his face. Master A was holding his hand and 
regarding us tenderly. | started to laugh. 

"What's funny?" asked Master A. 

"| think | win!" | said between giggles. 


Ill say you do," sighed G-String. 


Master A formed his features into a mock pout. "I don't know, | don't think that counts. That was after the 


buzzer!" 


G-String clucked his tongue. "Now, Lerxst, don't be a poor sport. He gets two points, | think. He made you come, 


too!" 


Master A shook his head, smiling fondly, the perfect befuddled ‘50s-sitcom-husband. "Okay, okay, | guess | 


know when l'm outnumbered. What do you say | make us breakfast, for your prize?" 
G-String lit up. "Ooh! French toast!" 

Master A made a face. "You didn't win anything, why do you get to pick?" 

"Well, | did all the work!" 

"Oh, really? It looked to me like you were having all the fun" 

"Hts a lot of work, having that much fun’ 

Master A sighed, resigned, then looked to me. ‘ls French toast okay with you?" 

"It sounds fabulous’ 


Master A turned back to G-String. "Okay, you win, you spoiled brat. While | cook, why don't you run down to 


the cellar and pick out something nice for us to make mimosas with?" 


Sir, yes sir!" G-String saluted, and the three of us got out of the tub. We toweled off water that was 
probably 40% sperm at that point, then Master A and G-String slipped into dressing gowns and | put my 


clothing back on Master A and | sat in the kitchen and chatted while G-String slipped away to the cellar and 


came back toting two expensive-looking bottles of champagne, labels written in French. 

Breakfast was one of the most convivial I've spent in ages. The French toast was excellent, and the wine was so 
good we decided to forego the orange juice and drink it straight. | found them both to be pleasant and 
charming conversational partners, with personalities much like I'd guessed -- Master A, or Alex, was bubbly, 
outgoing and hilarious, while G-String, or Geddy, was shy with a delicious undercurrent of bone-dry wit. 

It was a pleasure to talk to them and a pleasure to see them interact with each other. | could tell from 
watching them that they were very much in love. They were so comfortable together. | found myself 


wondering if I'd ever find someone who made me feel so much like myself. 


After breakfast and coffee, the sun began to peek over the horizon. It was time for me to leave, much as | 


hated to do so. | cleared my throat. 

"So, uh, | guess | should be going.. Shall we set up another appointment?" 

Alex groaned. "Oh, we wish! We're leaving to go on tour, though." 

"Yeah, that's why we wanted to see you again so soon," chimed in Geddy, looking crestfallen. 
"Oh, well, that's all right. Just give me a call when you get back" 


"Yeah, we will," said Geddy as he fiddled with his fork. He brightened. "Hey, you can stay in touch with us on 


the computer!" 


"I suppose | could, yes! Let's exchange email addresses." | didn't normally do this sort of thing with new clients, 


but | felt | had grown very close to them in a short amount of time. 

"And you can follow our Tumblr. 

"You have Tumblrs? Okay, | don't have an account, but | can still read what you write, can't I?" 

"Uhhh, | think so.. Lerxst?" 

"Uh, yeah, | guess. We're kind of new to the whole thing.” 

"lll definitely check them out 

Alex dug around in a drawer until he came up with a pad of paper and a pen He passed them to me, and | 


wrote down my contact information. Then | passed the pad back to him. He scribbled some things down, tore 


off the paper, and handed it to me. | folded the paper and stuck it in my back pocket, then stood. 


"Okay, guess I'll be hitting the road. Thanks for a lovely evening, gentlemen" They rose and walked with me to 
the door, Alex passing me another envelope on the way. At the door, both hugged me, then stood and waved 
as | got in my car and drove off. | watched the house get smaller in my rearview mirror. 


As | drove, | thought about the evening I'd just had with a pang in my stomach. They seemed like the perfect 
couple. | just hoped that someday I'd be that happy. | had no idea how much my feelings were going to change 
in the next few months. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
My apologies to Mercury_Diva, Ro, and Miso for diverging a bit from their original RP storyline, but | hope 
you like it anyway! 


G-String and Master A left to go on tour, and over the next few weeks | entered the exciting world of social 
networking. | know that l'm supposedly part of the Internet Generation, and | do know my way around a 
browser, but I've never been that keen on doing a lot of interacting that way. | have a Facebook, of course 
(even my gran has a Facebook), but | mostly use that to keep up with my brothers and monitor the various 
dramas unfolding in my (real-life) friend group. | was playing that stupid game with the cows for a while after 
like ten of my friends sent me invitations, but | never remembered to harvest my crops, so | quit. 


At any rate, what I'm trying to say is that | hadn't really checked out Tumblr much. Not to sound elderly, but 
| primarily thought of it as something that teenagers do when they want to obsess over funny-looking TV 
stars from the UK. or display photos of their coffee with stuff written over the picture like "You said we 
were forever." | figured, though, if my new favourite clients were up for sharing their lives online, | might as 


well take a gander. 


At first, | just lurked. | enjoyed reading about what they were up to, what they were thinking about. | saw that 
G-String seemed to be nervous about touring, which surprised me. It wasn't like he was new to the music 
business, and he's widely-regarded as a brilliant musician (as is Master A). | figured anyone could get a little 
stage fright, though. Sometimes | get it myself, even with clients I've been with a hundred times. You never 
want to disappoint. 


My lurking came to an end the night | surfed over to G-String's blog and read that he was feeling horny, but 
that Master A had already gone to bed and he didn't want to wake him for some lovin’. As a full-service 
escort, | could hardly let that pass uncommented-upon, so | created a blog of my own He recognized it was 
me as soon as | started following him. | sent him a little message offering to help him out with his predicament 
in any way | could. He took me up on the offer, and soon we were messaging back and forth, reliving our first 
few evenings together. | hadn't intended to get all that worked-up myself, but pretty soon | was learning to 


type one-handed, and soon after that neither one of us was horny any more. 


And that was pretty much it, for a while. He loved talking (writing?) dirty to me, and | liked doing the same 
with him. His husband didn't seem to care. Besides, | flirted with him, too. | suppose that it was bad for 
business to get them off without being paid for it, but I've never been that mercenary of a capitalist. Anyhow, 
it was something to do in the long evenings when | didn't have a client. | stopped going out with my friends as 


much, but that wasn't such a bad thing, either -- it was better for my budget and my liver. 


Then everything changed. One evening | logged in, eager for some steamy cybersex, but G-String really wasn't 


in the mood. He seemed to be having some sort of a crisis. He was horribly depressed and anxious, and he felt 
completely alone even though his husband was snoring away in the bed next to him. He poured his heart out to 
me -- growing up with parents still traumatized by the camps, a sickly father dead too soon, being tormented 
by bullies and the turmoil of realizing he was gay in a time where so many people thought it was a sickness or 
a moral failing. A life spent never feeling good enough, always ashamed, always afraid. At the end of it, he was 


absolutely certain that | would never want to speak to him again It couldn't have been farther from the truth. 


When | went to bed that night, | was filled with a churning mix of feelings that sat in my stomach and made 
me feel like | would boak Mostly, | was feeling frightened for him. | could tell that he was close to the end of 
his rope, and there was nothing | could do about it besides offer my shoulder to cry on. | wanted to run to 


the airport and hop on the first flight that would take me to him, to protect him from himself. 


| was also angry with Master A. How could he sleep while his husband crumbled? If | were privileged enough to 


have a love like that, I'd move heaven and earth to make him happy. 


| was worried, too. Worried that I'd not be able to keep my professional distance from G-String the next time | 
saw him. It was going to be hard to stomp around and feed him my cock knowing the depths of the sadness 
that lurked inside him. | hoped that his submissiveness sprung from his sexuality and not his self-loathing, 
because | didn't want to contribute to his illness. 


Underneath all this, though, was something else; something | didn't want to acknowledge. The seeds of an 
emotion that had been planted the moment | first saw him had begun to sprout above the dirt of my 
subconscious, watered by his tears. It wouldn't be the first time that I'd been drawn to a man's darkness. My 
mother put it best to me in a moment of exasperation, fueled by my anguish over yet another messy breakup 
of yet another messy relationship. "Blair," she said, "you always have to save the birds with the broken wings, 
don't you?" She was right, but | can't help it. It's the way | am. | didn't want to feel that way about a married 
man, though, so | pushed that affection, that warmth, down deep into myself and called it friendship. 


As soon as | woke the next day, | rushed to my computer. | was so relieved to see that he'd been online and 
hadn't offed himself that tears came to my eyes. | sent him a note, but he didn't see it right away, as he was 
out actually doing his job. 


| probably should have followed his example, but | couldn't imagine being able to lose myself in a sub/dom 
scene while simultaneously worrying myself sick over how he was doing. | called my agency and claimed | had 
the flu, then ordered a pizza and sat down in front of my computer in my pajamas, refreshing the screen until 


| saw that beloved red "new mail" icon appear on my dash. 


The poor thing wasn't doing much better than he had been the night before, but he seemed glad that | was 
around to talk to him. Master A was awake for a change, but G-String didn't want to bother him, fearing that 
he'd lose his love. | had to bite my tongue on that one, to keep myself from saying that if Master A stopped 
loving him because he was in pain, then he must be a very shitty husband indeed. Instead, | just listened 
understandingly as he howled out his pain over the fibre-optic cables. 


Things went on like that for another few days, but then, subtly, his mood started to lift, and again Master A 
was the centre of his universe and the light of his life. | was happy that he was feeling better, but | have to 
admit that | bristled a little, too. | still wasn't being honest with myself about how | really felt, but for fuck's 
sake, I'd passed up literally a few thousand dollars worth of dates to stay home and listen to him cry, and 
yeah, he was grateful, but now that he wasn't absolutely morose, it was all Alex, Alex, Alex. | swallowed my 
irritation and listened politely, but as | looked around at the various Chinese takeaway containers and pizza 


boxes that now populated my living room, | knew | needed a change of scenery and a bit of perspective. 


Convinced he'd be okay without me, | made plans for a short getaway. | probably shouldn't have dipped into my 
savings, but what are savings for if not for an impulse splurge every now and again? | made reservations at a 
chic little hotel in the heart of Montreal's gay district and looked up promising nightclubs and restaurants, then 
phoned Edwin. 


"Hello?" 

"Hey, Edwin, it's Blair." 

"Blair? Blair who?" 

| sighed. "Cut it out, Ed You know who | am" 


"Well, | don't know." He sounded miffed. "You haven't been around in so long, | might have forgotten who you 


are. 


‘lm sorry, there's just been.. stuff going on. | don't want to get into it right now. Listen, though, | need a 
favour. Can you stop by and water the plants and pick up my mail for a few days? l'm getting out of town" 


"Ooh, have you finally met your ticket to Ibiza?" Any hint of hurt had left his voice. For as long as he's known 
me, he's been obsessed with the idea that someday I'll meet a rich guy who will sweep me off my feet and 
whisk me away to Spain. Even if | did, I'd probably turn him down to stay home and work Edwin's never been 
to Ibiza, but I've been loads of times on hols, and | have no desire to go back. Gobbling a fistful of ecstasy and 
getting a blowjob in the men's room of a techno club from a beautiful stranger who in the dreary light of day 
turns out to just be some spotty wanker from Sheffield on his stag weekend loses its charm after a while. 


"No, no, nothing like that. I'm just going to go to Montreal by myself, to clear my head" 


"Oh, honey, what's wrong? ls it a broken heart? Tell Auntie Edwin all about it” | love Edwin dearly, but his 


enjoyment of being a flaming caricature gets a little tiring sometimes. 


"Not a broken heart, no. It's just been an exhausting week, and | need a vacation. | promise I'll tell you all about 


it someday.” 


"IIl hold you to that. Well, whatever's wrong, some French accents and French kisses will fix you right up." 


"Wouldn't that be Quebecois accents and kisses?" 


"Honey, its all the same in the dark. Sure, l'd be delighted to water your ferns and read your mail. When are 


you leaving? Do you have time to come out for a drink before you go?" 
"Sorry, can't. lim leaving as soon as | can pack.. My reservations are for tonight through next Sunday." 
"fine, be that way" 


"Thanks so much, Ed. You're a lifesaver. | promise we'll get together when | get home, and I'll bring you back 


something nice." 

"You'd better. And make sure he's tall and good-looking. Oh! And rich!" 
"lll see what | can do. Thanks again, man." 

"You're welcome. See you in a week or so." 


"Yeah, see you." | hung up the phone, then went to pack. On my way out, | stopped and regarded my laptop. | 
pondered bringing it with me, since the hotel was sure to have wi-fi, but decided against it. | was going out of 
town to forget about G-String, Master A, and their problems, so what was the point of staying connected? I'd 


message them when | got back. 


| had a fine time in Montreal. | met up with some friends | hadn't seen in a while, drank my face off, and had 
nice, strings-free sex with some nice, strings-free gentlemen. | only thought about G-String a few times, and | 
successfully managed to fight the urge to rent some computer time from the business center in my hotel to 
check my Tumblr. Right before | left, | went to Chinatown and picked up a pink, glittery Hello Kitty t-shirt for 
Edwin, bless his swishy little heart. 


| got back to my apartment kind of late, and | almost didn't turn on my computer, but something in me told 


me to give it a look | sat down and logged in, and my heart sank. 


G-String. His improved mood had apparently been a temporary one, and now he was in as much pain as before, 
maybe more. He'd apparently worked up the courage to tell his husband how he was feeling, and his husband 
had insisted that he call his therapist and get his medications changed. In retrospect, that was probably the 
best thing he could have done, but G-String was as resistant as Master A was adamant. At the time | was 
heartbroken that he'd taken the tough love approach and hadn't dropped everything to hold and coddle his 
lover and make him feel like everything would be all right. | knew that it really wasn't my place, but | blamed 
myself for going away and leaving him alone with no one to care about him but a man who could only see the 


quick fix. | vowed it would never happen again 


| sent him a message, and he replied back right away. He was so grateful that | had contacted him. He'd 


thought that my silence meant that | had tired of him. | reassured him that | wasn’t going anywhere, and we 

picked up where we left off. He leaned on me, and | was there for him unconditionally. He did end up calling his 

doctor, and she did in fact up the dosage of his anti-anxiety and anti-depressant meds, and over a short time, 
he got better. | like to think that at least some of his recovery was due to my attention and care, and wasn't 
just better living through chemistry. 


Whatever the cause, this time his lightened mood persisted. He wasn't all sunshine, mind you, but he was 
better. He and Master A made it through that leg of their tour, and returned home to Canada. | waited 
anxiously for their call, and it seemed like G-String wanted to see me, too, but it was nearly the holidays, a 
time that Master A had declared for "family only." Apparently, | didn't count as family, something that | 
understood but that still stung. | hid my disappointment as best as | could and booked a flight back to Scotland 


for Christmas. 


| love my family, for the most part (with the exception of one particular homophobic twat of a sister-in-law), 
so it was overall an enjoyable vacation. | missed my flat and my life, though, so | made excuses that | needed 
to get back to my job as a "pharmaceutical salesman" and got the hell out of Dodge. 


| was thrilled to get home again and resume my regular activities. | even managed to go out with Edwin and 
some of our other friends for that drink I'd promised him. He cornered me, full of questions about why I'd 
gone running off to Montreal. | told him what | could without revealing too much. He listened to the story with 
a sympathetic expression on his pudgy face, then shook his head. 


"Sounds like you fell for him pretty hard." 


"What? No! | don't have any romantic feelings for him at alll | just consider him to be a friend. Do you like to 
see your friends suffer?" 


"No, of course not, and that's why I'm worried about you." 
"Well, don't bother. There's no need." | sulked and poked at an ice cube in my drink 


"Okay, okay, Sweetie. Forget | said anything.’ He gave me a hug, and we went back to mingling with the rest of 


the crowd. 


I'd basically been out of the house all day, and when | got back to my flat there was a package sitting in front 
of my door, a familiar return address written on the box. | smiled and shook my head. | hadn't been expecting 
anything, and | had no idea how G-String and Master A had learned my address, but | didn't mind them knowing 


where | lived. 


When | got inside, | set it down on my kitchen table and cut the twine. As | opened he box, a glorious smell 
wafted out. G-String and | had been talking about sweets a few nights before, and he had bragged to me about 
his mother's pineapple upside down cake. Apparently he wanted to prove its supremacy above all other 


confections, because it glistened moistly up at me from its paper cradle. | cut myself a large slab and settled 


down in front of the computer. He didn't appear to be online, so | wrote him a nice thank you, ate my cake 


(heavenly), downed a glass of milk, and hit the sack early. The next morning, they gave me a call 


Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to everyone for your support thus far!! 


My heart was in my throat as | drove over to their house that evening. It had been a long time since I'd 
allowed my feelings for clients to get so messy. Hell, | don't know if I'd ever really been as confused as | was 
up to that point, though looking back | didn't know anything about confusion and turmoil, not yet. Part of me 
wanted to turn the car around, call Master A back, and tell him that | couldn't make it that evening or any 
other one, either, but | couldn't do that to G-String -- | knew he'd blame himself. Not only that, | wanted to 
see him, even if (as | told myself) it was just to make sure he was all right. If | was going to do that, | was 
going to have to go and do my job like a big boy, regardless of how much it made my head hurt. 


Still, it was going to be hard to hold my tongue and not tell Master A exactly what | thought about his 
attitude toward his husband, especially when he was so obviously in pain. | knew it wasn't really my business, 
but it seemed like so many of G-String's problems could be alleviated if he'd just get off his ass and comfort 
him for a bit. 


| gritted my teeth as | parked the car and trudged up the walkway to the front door. On top of everything 
else, Master A had requested that | wear leather, and the cold weather mixed with unlined cowhide only added 
to my discomfort. There wasn't much | could do about the pants, but | did wish that I'd worn something 
underneath my black leather motorcycle jacket. Looking that good is definitely not for the weak 


| rang the doorbell, and as usual Master A answered, again in his dressing-gown. When he saw me, his face 
split into that impish grin of his, and | could feel my antipathy start to evaporate. He's just so damn charming 
Standing there in front of him, | couldn't believe he'd ever neglect G-String on purpose. Could it be he didn't 


realize how much his man was hurting? 
"Get in here before you freeze your balls off! Of course, | guess you could write it off as a business loss," 
chuckled Master A, ushering me inside. He closed the door and faced me in the elegantly spare foyer, letting 


loose a low wolf whistle. 


"Hoo, boy! You look great! Geddy's going to pass the fuck out" We started down the familiar route to their 


private sex room. 
"Uh, thanks.. How -- How is he?" 
"Oh, Geddy?" He stopped and made a vague gesture with his hand. "He's, you know, better.” 


"That's good to hear. | was worried." 


"If he did what his doctor told him to do, he wouldn't get so bad. He's okay now, but if he wants to stay that 
way, the ball's in his court. He knows what he has to do; he just has to do it" 


"Well, uh, | mean, but surely there must be something that might encourage him." | was a little taken-aback 
by how upfront he was. 


Master A snorted, a scarlet flush beginning to glow across his cheeks and across his forehead to his scalp. "If 
you figure that out, let me know, wouldja? | love him, but he's a stubborn pain in the ass. | know he thinks | 
should be more patient, but --" He caught himself, took a breath, and visibly calmed, the flush receding as 
quickly as it had appeared. "But what am | going on about? Things are good for now, let's carpe that diem, shall 
we? I'm going to need a minute to finish getting ready. Why don't you go on in there and keep Geddy company 
while | do?" 


"I'd be delighted." 


Excellent.” Master A started toward his bedroom, but then stopped and turned to face me. He caught my eye 


in an intense stare. "Purely professionally, of course." 
"Pardon?" | wasn't catching his drift. 


"Delighted in a purely professional manner, right?" Most of his face smiled, but his eyes hadn't gotten the 


memo. 
| forced my gaze not to waiver. "Of course." 


"Great. See you in a second" He resumed his progress down the hall, and | opened the door to the room, mouth 


suddenly dry. 


Back before | figured out that | could make a very comfortable living by going along with my natural inclination 
toward control and sodomy, | had aspirations of becoming an artist. Over the past few years, I've not kept up 
with it much; at first, the materials were too expensive, and lately my busy social life and hectic work 
schedule has pulled me away from my watercolors and oils. The sight that awaited me, though, made me want 


to take up my brushes again. Sometimes a picture is the only thing that will do when words fail. 


For example, the words "nearly 60-year old man with a soul patch in a schoolgirl costume." Had | heard those 
words without the visual, my response would have been either a guffaw or a retch. To see him, though.. My 


lord. 


He stood in the middle of the candlelit room, head bowed, arms clasped demurely behind his back. His 
chocolate-brown locks partially covered his face, but | could still see him bite his lip, whether from nerves or 
anticipation. Moving closer, | could see that familiar pulse bounding in his llama-like neck. The blouse of the 


outfit was white and soft, and | had to restrain myself from running my fingers across it to feel its silken 


texture. | bet myself that it would feel just like his hair. 


Moving downward (save the best for last), his skirt was plaid and woolen, and of a length that surely broke 
dress code, ending just barely below his ass. The front of the skirt tented out slightly, tantalizingly. His lean, 
strong legs were covered in a set of white thigh-highs adorned with pale pink bows at the tops, and his shoes 
were Mary Janes with rather impressive heels, which flexed his calves, showing off how graceful and 
muscular they were. As | circled him, the sound of his panting breath and mine was all that broke the silence. | 
stood in front of him and ran a hand through his hair, brushing it back behind his ear for the moment. 


"My dear, you look stunning." The compliment puffed out between my trembling lips in spite of (or perhaps 


because of) Master A's implied warning. I've never been one to take direction gladly. 


"Thank you, Master B," G-String murmured, perfectly still, perfectly meek, perfectly submissive. At that 
moment the last of my worries about the origin of his submission fell away, replaced by desire. Its probably a 
good thing that Master A (shirtless, in a pair of butter-soft leather trousers, looking every inch the beautiful 
brute | knew him to be in the dungeon) chose that moment to come through the door, or he might have 
caught us in a very compromising position indeed. As it was, | casually stepped away from G-String and tried 


to form my expression from one of howling lust into one of professional nonchalance. 

Master A didn't seem to notice anything awry with my demeanor, and his earlier "dog marking his territory" 
fit appeared to have been a passing spasm rather than an all-day cramp. He looked toward G-String and 
beamed proudly. 

"He's a magnificent little slut, isn't he, Master Be" 


"Absolutely." 


He crossed over to pass behind his lover, slipping his hand up under the mini-kilt to caress G-String's ass. G- 
String didn't flinch, but | could see the briefest flicker of lust flutter across his strong features. 


Master A brought his hand back and gave G-String's ass a solid slap, and the crack resounded in the small 
room. He grinned lewdly. "And he loves to fuck, you know." 


"Oh, | know." 


Master A reached around to the front of G-String's skirt and lifted it for my inspection. He was wearing a 
pair of white cotton panties with pink bows on them, matching the thigh-highs. The front of the panties bulged 
obscenely with his erection. G-String, eyes still cast downward, blushed rather fetchingly at the shame of 
being so exposed, but somehow | didn't think he minded much. 


"See how turned-on he gets when | make him wear this sissy girly little skirt, Master B?" 


"Oh, yes. | think he likes it, Master A." 


"I think you're right, Master B. | think he'd like us to fuck him right now, don't you?" 
"Definitely." 
Master A lifted the hair away from G-String's ear and brought his lips close. "Would you like that, Slut?" 


"Yes, Master." G-String's voice was unsteady, and | could see his knees quiver ever so slightly as he spoke. My 
cock felt like an iron bar in the front of my pants. 


Master A moved with that shocking quickness of his, applying pressure to the backs of G-String's knees and 
catching him before he could fall, then lightly setting him on the floor on his hands and knees. He bent down to 


growl into G-String's ear. 
"Well, then, it's time to prove it" 
And it began. 


I've been at this for a few years, and I've been in a lot of different situations, but I've never spent a night 
quite like that one. It was so deeply intense, almost frightening, always seemingly on the verge of spinning out 
of control, never tipping over the edge. It was such an incredible sensory overload that honestly my memories 
are hazy, with just a few over-vivid, hallucinatory images that stand out in sharp relief to the blurred 


background of pleasure and pain. 


The almost visible wave of desire that crashed over G-String when he saw Master A and | in our leather 


gear. 
G-String with Ginny in his mouth like a bit, head pulled back impossibly far by Master A as he fucked him. 


The bright, bloody crescents my fingernails made in G-String's porcelain skin when | gripped him as bliss 


exploded behind my eyeballs. 

The sharp sting of Master A's hand across my face and the points of his teeth in my shoulder as he bit me. 
G-String's beatific smile as Master A and | jerked off onto his trussed form. 

Moans and screams in foreign tongues but never the safe word. 

And this: an oasis in the middle of the chaos. G-String on his knees in front of me, beautiful wet suction on 
my dick, an entire beehive of pleasure buzzing through my veins. lm looking down, enjoying the view of that 
glossy mahogany head of his bobbing back and forth as he takes me down to the balls. Suddenly, he looks up at 


me and our eyes meet. Oh, sweet beautiful eyes, mossy green in the dim dungeon light. | see the purest love 
and affection brim from them, and.. Oh, my.. My soul responds, swelling and lurching through my body in ways 


it hasn't in years. | gasp, then squeeze my eyelids shut tight and rock my hips hard (nearly gagging him, l'm 
sure), trying to still the soaring, dizzying ache in my chest. 


| don't want you to think | did anything stupid just then. | didn't scream "I love you," | didn't scoop him up in my 
arms and run off into the night, dick damp and waggling in front of me, | didn't even so much as smile 
affectionately as a manly tear rolled down my cheek. l'm a professional. That's just the moment that | stopped 
lying to myself about my feelings, even if | still stomped those feelings down into a tiny box for the time being. 


In the end, we were all left sweaty and bleeding, with G-String a huddled, come-splattered heap on the lush 
Oriental rug. Aftercare is important after a BDSM scene, particularly after one as intense as the one we'd just 
had, so | dropped to my knees to embrace his quaking form. Master A joined us, and the three of us formed a 
big cuddle pile, sticky and exhausted. | don't know how long it took, but after a very short while | drifted off to 
sleep listening to my playmates’ soft, steady breathing. 


| awoke a bit later to find that Master A and G-String were still fast asleep. Reluctantly, | disentangled myself 
and got up. | was sore and stiff (and not in the good way), so | could only imagine how they'd be feeling once 
they got up. | crept to the bathroom and filled the largest vessel | could find (| think it was a flower vase) 
with water, then carried it in and set it next to them. They'd be feeling dehydrated after all that. Then | looked 
around, grabbed a blanket from the sofa, and threw it over the top of them. 


Unable to resist, | crouched over G-String and gave him a chaste, gentle kiss on the temple. He sighed 
contentedly and snuggled closer into his husband's arms. | straightened up, stole one last look at them, and with 
a deep pang in my heart let myself out. They hadn't paid me yet, but | wasn't worried. | knew they were good 
for it. 


| drove home and collapsed into bed, too worn out to examine the feelings that had unveiled themselves to me 
the night before. | didn't know it at the time, but it was the last untroubled night of sleep I'd be having for a 


while. 


Chapter Five 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to all that are reading! | had to play around a little bit with the actual time line of the RRHOF 


announcement/induction, but it works better in the story like this. 


| woke up the next morning with a two-ton lead brick of guilt sitting in the middle of my chest. | couldn't 
believe that I'd allowed myself to fall for a married man. It went against everything | believed in Ever since my 
parents split when | was six, I've had very strong (if nuanced) ideas about the sanctity of marriage, to the 


point that some of my less scrupulous friends call me "Pat Robertson" Jerks. 


Basically, | saw a long, razor-wire-topped electrified border fence complete with machine gun nests running 
between sex and love, and another between good, clean fun and betrayal. Yes, I'd serviced more than my share 
of otherwise-committed gentlemen over the course of my brief career, but that was just business. A lot of 
the time, their partner knew all about it (as with Master A). Even when they didn't, | didn't see a big 
difference between someone who got his kinky rocks off with me and someone who snuck a pizza for lunch 
when they were supposed to be on a diet. Not ideal, and certainly not totally aboveboard, but maybe that 
splurge would keep them from giving up on the relationship or the diet completely. It was a junky pleasure 


thing. 


I'd never become emotionally involved. Every once in a while, a regular will announce that he's going to leave his 
significant other for me, but | have a fool-proof method for derailing that particular express train to stupid. | 

just bite my lip, pull a long face, let my eyes tear up, and fabricate a tragic history with a boyfriend killed in a 
waterskiing accident or mountain climbing or deep-sea shark fishing or some such, and "that's why | can never 
love again, but if | could, it would be you." It works like a charm. They go back to their partner, ego intact, and 

| usually get a hefty tip. I've never had to break a heart or get a restraining order. 


Now the shoe was on the other foot. This wasn't some sort of friendly business transaction any more. | was 


stupid in love with G-String, and | had to figure out a way to stop it. 
Why even try fo stop it? a nagging little voice in my head whispered. What if you'd be good for him? 


"No, what would be good for him would be his husband's attention, not getting mixed up with some punk 


younger than his son," | said aloud in my empty bedroom. 
How do you know? taunted the voice. /t could work Love's found a way in worse circumstances than that. 
"Oh, shut up," | muttered, and rolled over, punching my pillow. Maybe | was having a nervous breakdown. That 


would be nice, a few relaxing weeks in the looney bin No such luck, though. | felt perfectly sane, mental voices 


notwithstanding. 


| tried to go back to sleep without much success, but | didn’t feel like getting out of bed either. | was finally 
forced to face the day when my buzzer rang. | pried myself from under the covers and shuffled to the 


intercom. 
"Yeah?" 
"Got a delivery for a Blair Quinn?" 


| dunno, do you? | thought, but quashed my smart ass inner voice and answered him. "Yeah, that's me. Can you 


just leave it in the entryway there?" 
"Nah, you gotta sign for it.” 
“All right, I'll be down in a second" 


Groaning, | went back into my bedroom and pulled on some clothes and jammed my feet into my slippers, then 
grabbed my keys and rode the elevator down to the lobby. On the way down, | shared the elevator with a guy 
| vaguely knew from the agency and this gross lawyer perv that I'd had a few sessions with (and that | didn't 
know lived in this building until after I'd signed the lease). | didn't have to guess what they'd been up to in the 
middle of the day, but | did wonder if the suit's wife knew he liked to be peed on We all did a really good job of 


pretending not to know each other. 

The doors opened and we went on our uncomfortable ways, the lawyer off to his swanky office in the financial 
district, the hustler off to who knows where, and me to the courier waiting impatiently inside the unheated 
space between the door to the building and the door to the foyer. 

"Blair Quinn?" 

"In the flesh." 

He handed over an electronic signature pad. "Sign on the line, please." 

| scrawled my signature, and he handed over an envelope, again with that familiar return address. | felt my 
palms start to sweat and my hands shake. | gave the courier a few bucks and wobbled my way back to the 
elevator and back up to my flat. | slammed the door behind me and turned the envelope over in my hands a 
few times before | worked up the courage to open it. 

What was | so afraid of? The more | thought about it, the less | knew. | just knew that | was scared of losing 
my heart further. | took a deep breath, mentally slapped myself for being a silly queer, and opened the 


envelope with trembling fingers. 


Inside was a wad of cash (no wonder they'd used a courier) and a note in the same handwriting as the card 


that had accompanied the upside-down cake: 

Master B, 

You left so quietly this morning we didn't get a chance to pay you -- or thank youl We miss you already. 
Love and kisses, 

Geddy and Alex 

PS. Or should | say G-String and Master A? 


He'd drawn a picture of himself winking. | found myself grinning like a fool, re-reading parts of the note over 
and over. "We miss you." "Love and kisses." That little doodle of himself, glasses and big nose and big ears and 


little soul patch. "We miss you." "Love." But, of course, "We." "Geddy AND Alex." A couple. A unit. | sighed. 
"You're an idiot, Blair," | announced to the living room. My living room didn’t answer. | guess it's not named Blair. 


| felt more lonely than | had since | was a teenager. | briefly considered calling my Mum, but she'd have too 
many questions. Ditto Edwin. | did the only other thing that | could think of to do; | called the agency and set up 


as many appointments as | could shoehorn into my schedule. 


| worked my ass off for the next few weeks (pun intended). | worked until | was ready to drop, worked until my 
cock was so sore | couldn't hold it to take a piss. Every day, | kind of hoped that I'd hear from Master A, even 
if only to tell him | was too busy. | didn't, though. Checking their blogs, | knew why. They'd gotten voted into 
the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame (something that was apparently a long time coming, to see the reaction of their 
fans), and were preparing for the induction ceremony and another leg of their tour to boot, so they were 
viciously busy themselves. Master A (maybe jokingly) said he was tempted to bring me on tour with them, 
but | turned him down. There was no way | could handle being around G-String every day, much as | burned to 


see him again. 


The thing was, not seeing him wasn't working, either. No matter how many clients | plowed, no matter what 
they looked like, to my mind they all became slight, pale beauties with ebony hair laced with silver. My dreams 
were filled with his face, blissful in his ecstasy as he and | made love in a field of violets or in a huge, soft 
bed. On my bad nights, when I'd had a few too many and the silence in my flat drowned out the radio or 


television, I'd pull that note out again and re-read it, even though | had it memorized. "Miss you." "Love." 


Talking to him online didn't help, either. Through the magic of the Internet, he told me how much he missed 
me, just him this time, no "we." He talked about how badly he wanted to see me again, asked me what | wanted 
him to wear the next time | came over. Made me crazy telling me in detail about Master A fucking him, hard 


and up against the wall. Said | reminded him of a young Master A. 


Ouch. | knew in my heart that that was the deepest compliment G-String could give, but still it hurt. | wanted 


so desperately for him to say that he loved me for me, for who | was, not because | reminded him of the 


man he really did love. | bit my tongue and swallowed my sorrow and thanked him sincerely. 


They say that the definition of insanity is doing the same thing over and over, expecting different results. Well, 
like | said earlier, | was excruciatingly sane. | knew | needed to try a different tack. If not seeing them wasn't 
doing anything, maybe | had to see them to get over this. But maybe | needed to spend more time with 
Master A. Of course you want G-String, | reasoned, He makes you come so hard your brain goes goopy. From 
what I'd seen, though, Master A was just as amazing in the fucking department. Maybe if he got me off, I'd 
start to forget the whole "running off with his husband" thing that wouldn't leave me alone. 


So | approached them with my "Rock and Roll Hall of Fame inductee special," including some extra attention to 
G-String's g-spot courtesy of some of my favorite toys, and, if it was all right with G-String, some one-on- 
one action with Master A. Being the perfect submissive he is, G-String gently acquiesced to "his master” 
(meaning me, and don't think | didn't jerk off to that comment about a dozen times) and said yes. But it would 
have to wait until after the induction ceremony. It pained me to do it, but | said that would be fine and settled 


in for another month or so of self-inflicted torture. 


| waited. | waited and | worked and | watched my bank account get fat, and finally the day came. | showed up at 
their house toting a big bag full of toys to keep G-String occupied while his husband turned me inside-out. For 
the first time, G-String answered the door. 


He was dressed, as he'd hinted, as a sexy girl character in an anime that both he and | enjoyed -- black dress 
with a short skirt, striped thigh highs, and a sweet little bow in his hair. It was a hot outfit anyway, but | got 
the reference and it made me grin. (See? You have something in common, murmured that voice.) | wanted to 
throw him over my shoulder and run up the stairs with him to his bedroom, where | would ravish him 
repeatedly. | settled for undressing him with my eyes and growling a few lewd suggestions that made his 
cheeks turn the color of a crisp fall apple. He took my horndog babbling with his usual submissive grace, then 
led me to the sex room. | knew the way, but | let him go first, so that | could watch his short skirt swish 


over the luscious globes of his ass, barely contained in a naughty pair of ice blue panties. 


We entered the room. Master A was waiting for me, nude and erect, cock latex-sheathed, lubed, and gleaming 
in the firelight. | hadn't been in the presence of his massive wang for a few months. Standing in front of it, | 
began to regret the decision to let him fuck me. | realized that | couldn't back out, though, not and keep his 


respect, so | gathered my courage and got undressed, preparing myself for the reaming of a lifetime. 


First, though, G-String had to be attended to. | knew that if told, he'd sit quietly and watch Master A and | 
fuck, but | wanted him to be begging for cock by the time that we were done. (Call me a romantic, | guess.) | 
had just the thing for it. 


No question, Ginny's my favorite all-around piece of equipment, but my favorite foy is this cute little device | 
picked up at the most darling mom-and-pop sex store outside Frankfurt. It doesn't look like much, just a 
stumpy little thing, a little big for a butt plug, a little small for a dildo. Its perfect, though. It vibrates, its the 


perfect size and angle for intense prostate stimulation, and best of all, due to a clever design of the type l'm 


not equipped to understand, it also pushes in and out if given something to push against. Kinky, skimpy ice blue 


panties, for example. 

| walked over to where G-String stood. He looked just the slightest bit apprehensive, but | think it had more to 
do with what | was about to do with his husband rather than what | was about to do to him. | raised my hand 
to his face and traced his cheekbone with my fingers. 

"Mmm, my pretty little G-String. Do you want to watch Master A and | fuck?" 

"Yes, Master B" 

"Does thinking about it make you hot?" 

"Yes, Master B" 

| smirked. "Good, because we're going to fuck right in front of you. Get down on your knees." He complied, and | 
stole a glance at Master A. He was staring at us with a look of smoldering lust that threatened to catch fire 
at any moment, stroking that giant cock of his through the condom, lube shining on his thick fingers. No, really, 


you don't have to make it any bigger on my account, | thought, then turned my attention back to G-String. 


| set my bag on the floor next to him and opened it. First, | produced a set of leg irons, which | closed around 


his slender ankles. 

"Are those too tight?" 

"No, Master B" 

| patted his head affectionately, then dug around until | found the handcuffs. 

"Can you balance with your hands behind you? | don't want you busting up your pretty face." 

"Yes, Master B" 

"Good. Put your hands behind your back." He did, and | locked the handcuffs around his delicate wrists. | stood 
back for a moment and looked at him, then, convinced he couldn't do much moving, grabbed my little toy and 
some lube out of the bag. | held it up so he could see it. He cocked his head to the side, an inquisitive look on 
his face. 

"This is for you, G-String. I'm going to put it inside of you." 


"Thank you, Master B" 


"Don't thank me yet. No matter what, you are not to take your eyes away from Master A and |" 


"Yes, Master B" 
"And no matter what, you are not to come. | mean it. If you do, the consequences will be terrible." 
| could see a nearly-invisible tremor run through him. "Yes, Master B." 


| warmed the lube in my hand for a moment, then lubed the plug. | pulled down the back of his panties, spread 
his legs as far as the irons would allow, and slipped the plug inside, feeling him tense as | did. | moved it around 
a bit until his body told me I'd hit the right spot, then | flicked the cunning little switch that lay nearly flat 
against the back and pulled his panties back up. | heard a slight hum as it began to move inside of him. Well- 
trained as he was, G-String couldn't suppress a gasp. | looked at his face, and his eyes were wide. | was hotter 


than I'd been in recent memory. 
"Feels good?" 
"Y-yes, Master B" His voice was breathless. His self-control was already being sorely tested, as | had planned. 


"Excellent. Now remember, you can moan and scream all you want, but if you come, you'll be in horrible 


trouble." 


"Yes, Master B," he gasped. | felt a calloused hand on my shoulder, and | was suddenly spun around to face the 
red, sweating face of Master A. He crushed his lips to mine in a kiss. 


He hadn't said a word the entire time I'd been there, but he spoke volumes with his body. Those giant bear 
paws of his were somehow everywhere, caressing me roughly, slapping my ass, pulling on my throbbing dick 
He grabbed the lube that I'd dropped to the floor and spread even more on himself, then bent me over at the 


waist and rammed inside. 


|. Wow. Yeah. Like | said, I'm usually a top, but it's not like l'd never bottomed. This though. This was something 
else. | honestly felt like | was being split in two. | lost track of Master A, G-String, the room, and my name as 
everything boiled down to the white-hot i-beam going up my ass. 


They say you can get used to anything, though, and in a bit the stretching sensation went from excruciating 
to merely agonizing. Master A must have noticed the slight retreat from absolute crisis, because he started 
to thrust, hard and deep (as if he could thrust any way other than deep with that thing). | tried to relax and 


prayed | wouldn't suffer any permanent damage. 
Despite the pain, the sex was physically amazing. | don't care if you are a top or a bottom, it still feels good to 
have someone prod your prostate with all the subtlety of a jackhammer. Emotionally, though? Eh. There was 


something missing. 


A former lover/mentor of mine, the man who initiated me in the ways of all things BDSM, used to have a pet 


theory. He put it like this: "A dom and a sub together, that's beautiful, like a ballet. Two doms having sex? Two 
tomcats in heat tied up in a burlap sack" At the time, | took it with a grain of salt, because we were fucking, 
and wasn't | the biggest, baddest dom around? | had no idea Sure, back then | could act like a dom, but inside | 
was a creampuff, a kitten. Now | was older, and being a dom was who | was It's like that meeting of opposites 
that breeders are so fond of going on about when they rant about how gays are unnatural. | liked the fucking, 
but | missed the interplay with a sweet little sub. Of course, it probably didn't help that the man who was 
fucking me had, in a year's time, gone from stranger to client to friend to rival, even if | was the only one who 
knew that last part. It was a struggle to keep my natural urges down, to be fucked and not control the 
situation. 


Thinking about control reminded me that we weren't alone. | looked over to where G-String knelt. Fuck Now 
that was what | was talking about. My arousal spiked so hard and fast | thought | was going to pass out. He 
knelt where I'd placed him, but he was writhing against his bonds, hips thrusting wildly as he attempted to find 
relief in some kind of friction His eyes were glazed over and he was breathing in hard, sharp pants. | wondered 
how long he could hold out, even without any stimulation to his cock | love my litle toy. And my little G- 
String. 


| watched him squirm and felt the Serbian horse cock prod my upper GI tract, and pretty soon | started to 
lose control, myself. Suddenly it didn't matter who was dominating whom, | just needed to come, and fast. | 
jammed my hips back to meet Master A, and he grunted with pleasure at the deep contact. | threw my head 
back, howled, and spattered hot semen all over that pricey Oriental rug of theirs while Master A roared and 
pumped what had to be a gallon of steaming come into his condom. As | caught my breath, | heard the most 


alluring whimpering come from the vicinity of the couch. 


If G-String had been badly off before, he was worse now. Even through his clothes, | could tell that every one 
of his muscles were tensed and trembling. His cock held up the front of his skirt like a tent pole. Tears 
streamed down his face, and his teeth were clenched tight. | have never seen another human being as aroused 


as he was at that moment. 


As if we'd planned it, Master A and | moved as one to assist him. Master A grabbed him with his massive 
hands and literally tore the clothes from his body, while | unwrapped a condom and rolled it down over my 
(again) rock-hard cock. | hadn't asked Master A for permission to fuck his sub, and that was bad form, but at 
that point | didn't care. G-String obviously needed fucking badly, and Master A hadn't yet recovered. This was 


a job for a young, virile sex worker. 


| didn't even bother to take G-String's handcuffs or leg irons off, just pulled down the panties (the only piece 
of clothing that remained intact) and pulled out the still buzzing plug. | got into position behind him, then 


slammed my way home. 


G-String let out an inhuman yowl and pitched forward. Master A grabbed his shoulders before he could fall, 
steadying him as he pumped his cock. After a few more choked screams, G-String fell strangely quiet, his only 
sound the grinding of his molars. Surprised, | looked at Master A, raising my eyebrows. 


He grinned. "You haven't told him that he can come yet. I'm not trying to tell you how to do your business, but 
I'd suggest you do it soon, before he blows a blood vessel" 


Oh, my God. Yes, I'd told him not to come, but | hadn't thought that he'd have that much control over his 


orgasm. My gorgeous submissivel | nearly came myself before | had the chance to grunt the words out. 
"Ugh... Uh.. God! Ummh.. G-String, you.. Guh! You have my permission to come now." 

I'd barely finished the last word before G-String was screaming again. His hips pistoned back and forth as he 
used Master A for leverage. For one shining moment, | let myself feel all the love that lived in my heart as he 
and | came together, his insides tightening around me like a fist, milking an earth-shattering orgasm from my 
balls. He must have been feeling much the same as he screamed my name over and over, then sobbed and 
went limp into Master A's arms. 

Master A looked concerned for the first time since I'd met him. He turned G-String over so that he faced him, 
and the worry evaporated from his face when he saw him smiling dreamily up at him. | was glad G-String was 
okay, but | wished he was smiling at me like that. | was the one who'd made him come, after all 

Master A returned G-String's fond smile. "You okay, Sweetheart?" 

"Yeah, l'm great." 


They sat there like that for a while, and | began to feel distinctly uncomfortable and left out. It was time for 
me to go. | stood up and began to gather my clothes and tools. G-String blinked and looked over at me, hazily. 


"Where are you going, Master B? Don't you want to stick around? Alex will make us breakfast again, | bet" 
"No, no, | can't tonight, sorry. | have, uh, stuff to do. | have to get going.’ 


Master A sat G-String back up on his knees. "Sorry to hear that, Blair. Why don't you get Geddy unlocked, and 
Ill go get your cash." 


“That's fine." | knelt and sat about unlocking G-String's fetters. | worked in silence for a heartbeat. | was 
struggling with the urge to take him in my arms and beg him to love me when he spoke. 


"Master B?" His voice was trembling, as if he were on the verge of tears. 
"Yes?" 
"Are you =- Are you angry with me?" 


My heart broke a little. | couldn't let him suffer. | kissed the top of his head. "No, G-String. lim not angry with 
you. l'm just kind of tired tonight, that's all. l'Il see you again soon" 


He relaxed visibly. "Oh, I'm glad. | couldn't stand it if you didn't like me any more." 


"No chance of that" | almost let slip the words "I love you," but the door creaked open and Master A came 


back in the room, carrying the customary thick envelope. 
"Here you go, Blair. Thanks again for a job well done." 


| took the envelope from him, feeling like the hired help. | nearly told him to keep his money, but high principles 
and self-esteem don't pay the rent on a luxury flat. | mumbled my thanks, said I'd see them later, and let 
myself out. As | closed the door to the sex room, | could see them holding hands. | cried all the way home. 


Once I'd gotten back to my apartment, | vowed that I'd cut off all ties with them. It seemed to be the only way 
to protect myself. | started screening my calls and stopped updating my blog, resisting the urge to peek at 
what they were writing. | sometimes even managed to convince myself that | wasn't dying without him. | was 
sitting on my couch one rainy late spring night a few weeks later, enjoying a cocktail and congratulating myself 


on my resolve, when the door buzzer sounded. 


Chapter Six 


Author's Notes: 
One more chapter left after this one! Hang in there with me, kids! 


| grumbled as | got up from the couch. I'd made myself fairly scarce once again, and my friends were starting 
to get on my case about being more sociable. They'd been growing more and more insistent, and | figured that 
one of them wasn't taking "I just want to sit on the couch in my underwear" for an answer. Well, if they didn't 
want to understand, too bad. I'd make them understand. 


| stalked over to the intercom and stabbed my index finger onto the button. "What the fuck do you want? 
Leave me alone!" | growled, fully expecting Edwin or another member of the gang to call me a bitch and order 


me to go out dancing in response. 


Instead, a ragged, phlegm-clogged voice | barely recognized sobbed through the speaker. "M-master B? l'm 
sorry, | didn't mean to -- I'll go." 


| nearly broke my finger pressing the button again. "G-String?!? No, no, don't go, I'm sorry! | thought you were 
somebody else. Come up, please!" | hit the button to unlock the door to the foyer, then sat back and prayed 
that | hadn't been too late. 


| held my breath and listened at the door, and a thrill of joy and fear went through me when | heard the 
elevator ping. Calm yourself, Blair, he might have left. That could be anyone on that elevator. But my hopes 
proved well-placed when | heard shuffling steps stop at my door, then a tentative knock. 


| didn't bother to look through the peephole, just threw the door wide. There stood my beloved little G-String, 
sniffling and shivering in his damp clothes. His eyes were red and swollen, and his darling ginormous nose was 
raw around the edges, as if he'd been blowing it a lot. He was biting his lip and breathing in long shudders. His 


hair was stringy and wild He was the most beautiful mess I'd ever seen 


| didn't waste time talking; just swept him into my arms and shut the door behind him. We stood there in 
silence for awhile, as G-String cried with long heaving sobs and | held him close to me. My flat was a mess, | 
was standing there in a baggy henley shirt and old, saggy boxers, my love was obviously heartbroken, and | 


couldn't have been happier. | felt a bit guilty, but not that guilty. 


After a few moments, he quieted enough for me to ask him what was up. His answer poured out of him in one 


sentence, seemingly in one breath. 


"Alex and | had a big fight and he got really pissed off and | had to get out of there and | was just driving 
around and then | started thinking about driving off a bridge and | couldn't stop thinking about it and | got 


scared that | would do it and you were the only person | could think of to help and so | came here and l'm 


sorry | bothered you I'll leave now." 
He started to push out of my arms, but | held him tighter. 


"Shh, no, | won't hear of it. You aren't bothering me at all. Come here, have a seat." | led him over to the 
couch and sat him down. | was worried that he might try to get up and leave again, but he sat there as if 


he'd been planted, blinking owlishly, dazed. 


"Stay there a minute, I'll be right back," | said. He nodded, and | padded into the kitchen | grabbed a tumbler out 
of the cupboard and put a couple ice cubes into it, then poured in a healthy dash of my best whisky. | knew he 
was a wine drinker, but | thought a shot of something stronger might be more therapeutic in his current 


state. 


| came back into the living room, and he was sitting exactly as he had been before, staring blankly at the 
television | grabbed the remote and switched off the Real Housewives. (Why does no one ever pop ‘round when 
I'm watching Masterpiece Theatre?) G-String looked up at me like a man sleepwalking. | handed him the drink. | 
was glad I'd only filled it halfway, as he was shaking so hard that the whisky practically sloshed out. He grasped 


it with his other hand as well, which controlled the trembling somewhat. 


"There now, drink it down," | said. | wasn't trying to get him potted, but he obviously needed calming. Using both 
hands, he brought the drink up to his mouth and took a long gulp. He swallowed, breathed for a moment, then 
took another swallow and then another, draining the glass. 


"There, that's a good lad," | murmured calmingly, then reached my hand out for the glass. He handed it back to 
me. | noticed the shaking had calmed somewhat. | went back into the kitchen and refilled the glass, then went 
back into the living room. | sat next to him and handed it back to him. 


"Here, now, sip this one," | said, handing the glass over. | took a swallow of my chocolate martini (fuck you, | like 
chocolate and | like booze), hesitated just a moment, thought fuck it, and put my arm around his shoulders. He 
didn't tense or shrug me off. Instead, he leaned into my side. 


My Lord, I've never felt such tense muscles. His back and his shoulders were a mass of hard, ropy knots. They 
had to hurt. | set my drink down, then reached over and started massaging him. He gave a little sigh, and | felt 


the knots begin to relax. We sat in silence for a bit. 


"You wanna know what the fight was about?" His voice was stronger, but still quiet and almost unbelievably 


sad. 
"Only if you feel like telling me." 


He took a sip of his drink and shuddered almost imperceptibly, though from the liquor or the memory | 
couldn't tell. "I've uh.. I've been pretty anxious lately, y'know, the Tour coming up and everything, and uh.. | 


guess I've been having a hard time being away from Alex when he goes out" 
"Yeah?" 


"And uh, so I've been getting.. nervous when he leaves to do anything, so | guess I've been, uh, clingy, he calls 
it. | get scared, you know, and if he's gone for a long time and he's not answering his phone, | keep calling and 
calling and | kinda freak out, and then he just stays out longer ‘cause he doesn't want to deal with me, | think, 
and then when he gets home he's mad. He says | don't give him any peace, and, uh, he wants me, he wants me 
to uh, leave him alone but | can't help it, and uh, tonight he got really mad and told me to get out of his face, 
and he shouted, and, and." He suddenly choked back a sob and started shaking again. | wrapped him up in my 
arms and pulled him to me, stroking his hair and kissing the top of his head. 


"Shh, don't, don't, itll be okay, | promise. It'll be okay, he's crazy.” 


He gasped in a great rasping breath. "No, he's not. He's not! | am, I'm the one that's crazy, l'm awful, l'm 
terrible, | ruin everything! God, | can't stand myself! | wish | were dead!" He formed his hands into fists and 
beat at his thighs until | grabbed them and held them to his body. 


"No, no, no, Baby, no.." | held him as tight as | could without hurting him, held him as tight as | could until the 
tears began to slow again. | rocked him back and forth while his breathing normalized. Once | was sure the 
storm had passed for the moment, | handed him a box of tissues, and he wiped his eyes and blew his nose. | 
wanted to give him some privacy to get himself together, so | grabbed the glasses and made another trip into 
the kitchen | refilled my glass from the pitcher I'd made up earlier in the evening. His wasn't empty yet, but | 
gave him another ice cube and topped it off. | came back in, set the glasses down on the coffee table, and took 
his hands in mine. He was looking down at our hands, so | reached up and lifted his chin so we made eye 


contact. 


"Your husband is a fool," | said, softly. He started to protest, but | put a quieting finger against his lips. "Your 
husband is a fool if he wants you to leave him alone. You're amazing, the most amazing man | know, and he 
should get down on his knees and thank God that you're in his life, not abandon you when you need him and 


shout at you and scare you and send you away." 

"But.. But, Master B." 

"Hmmm, let me finish." | quieted him again, this time with my lips on his. It was just a peck, really, nothing 
momentous, nothing overtly sexual. Again, he didn't flinch or protest. Much as it killed me, | pulled away again 
to look at him. His eyes were bright and shiny, his cheeks flushed, his lips still slightly parted. | started to talk, 
but my throat was tight. | cleared it, and started again 


"You're wonderful. You're smart," | kissed him again 


"And funny,” kiss. 


"And warm," kiss. 

"And loving," kiss. 

"And," kiss. 

"Completely," kiss. 

"Fucking," kiss. 

"Drop-dead," kiss. 

"Gorgeous." | kissed him one more time, then left off and pressed my forehead to his. We breathed together, 
staring into each other's eyes. G-String bit his lower lip again and lowered his eyelids, long dark lashes and dark 
lenses obscuring his eyes. 

"Master Be" 

"Please, Darling, call me Blair. Can | call you Geddy?" 

"Of course.. Blair?" 

"Yes?" 

"Can | stay here tonight?" 

| felt myself smile so hard my cheeks hurt. "Tonight, tomorrow night, forever.. | never want you to leave." | 
kissed him properly, then. | heard him moan deep in his throat, and | stirred in my boxers. It probably wasn't 
the right time or the right place, but | didn't really care. He was in my flat, in my arms, alone, and he was 
letting me kiss him as he made the most glorious litle noises. | had to force myself to stop. 

| took a deep breath and sat back, to make sure he was okay with what was happening. Well, | tried to sit back, 
anyway, but as | did, Geddy clung to me, kissing me back. | had my answer. We kissed again and again, and 
eventually our hands started to wander. | don't know who started it or how it happened, but | found myself 
lying atop him, our bodies aligned. It was fantastic, but | thought it might be more romantic in a venue other 
than my living room, what with the score of empty coffee mugs and discarded magazines cluttering up every 
flat surface and my smelly trainers and gym bag lying in the middle of the floor where I'd dumped them. 

| broke away from his warm, soft lips and moved to nuzzle his ear and the side of his neck. He breathed a 
deep, husky sigh (deeper and huskier than | would have thought he could do) and wriggled his hips against mine. 


Head spinning, | nibbled a bit on his earlobe, enjoyed the response it got me, then pressed my mouth to his ear. 


"What do you say we take this to the bedroom?" | whispered. 


"Yes, please." 


My first inclination was to scoop him up and carry him to my room, to show him how young and strong my 
arms were, how safe they'd keep him always. But | didn't. | realized that if he was going to come to my bed, it 
had to be of his own free will, on his own two feet. | stood and offered him my hand. He took it, and we walked 


through the flat together. 


| had actually made my bed that day, which was a minor miracle. Geddy sat down on the edge of the bed and 
kicked his shoes off, looking troubled. | sat down next to him and put my hand on his knee. 


"We don't have to do this, if you don't want. I'll still care about you just as much." 


"I just.. Do you really want me?" He furrowed his brow, and | kissed him on the forehead to smooth the lines, 
then pulled off his glasses and set them on the nightstand. My view finally unobstructed, | looked deep into his 


beautiful serpentine eyes. 


"There is nothing, NOTHING in the world that | want more than to make love to you. But | want you to want 


me, too" 
"| do, Blair, you're." He furtively looked me up and down, then trailed off, blushing. "But | don't understand! 
"What's to understand? You're wonderful and amazing, like | said 

He shook his head and put his arms around my neck "I you think that, you're just as crazy as | am" 


"Crazy about you, you mean" He rolled his eyes, but nonetheless he drew me down atop him, and | reached 
over and turned off the light. Soft darkness filled the room, tempered by the bluish glow from the various 
pieces of electronic bric-a-brac (stereo, alarm clock, TV/DVD combo, etc.) scattered here and there. Just 
enough light for me to drink in his image as | stripped him, first his shirt, then his pants and boxers. It was 
the first time I'd ever seen him in men's underwear. It was different, but | liked it just fine. More than just 
fine. | slipped off my few pieces of clothing, then pressed my body to his. 


| couldn't remember the last time | had been so aroused by a partner, but | was determined to take my time 


on this, our first night together as lovers (though if | had my way, it wouldn't be the last). 


Remembering the response it had earned me earlier, | returned my attention to kissing his earlobes and down 
his long, swanlike neck. | wasn't disappointed. He gasped and threw his head back, exposing that pulse that drove 
me so crazy. | kissed right at the spot where it beat strongest, then followed up with a nibble. His pleasured 
body writhed against mine, nearly setting me off. | realized that I'd have to be careful if | wanted to last, so | 


moved on. 


| kissed past his protruding Adam's apple and into the hollow of his throat, then took a quick detour to his left 


collarbone. | didn't linger too long there, either, just stayed long enough to enjoy the thrumming of his 
vulnerable blood just below the surface of his skin, noting the sensation and marking it for further exploration 
at a later date with a quick, sharp bite. The sudden pain wrenched an adorable peep from my darling 
submissive, and the sheets bunched beneath us as he gathered them in his fists. | was glad to see that he 


was just as worked up as | was. 

| paused a moment to feel his heart thundering inside his fragile birdcage ribs, then turned back to the task at 
hand. | nuzzled the soft, greying hair on his sternum, then kissed and licked my way down to his abdomen. He 
giggled a little (ticklish, my love?) at the feel of my lips, and | couldn't resist buzzing my lips against his 
stomach, making him squirm and laugh. | grinned and continued down, following his dark glory trail to the prize 
at the end. 

Slowly, carefully, | ran my tongue from his balls to the very tip of his cock. He shivered at the contact, sighing 
prettily. | licked around the tip, working like | was trying to savour an ice cream cone on a sweltering day. He 
gasped, and | took him fully into my mouth. | sucked him teasingly, with just enough pressure to drive him wild 
without getting him off. Soon, | felt a frantic clutching at my head. | pulled back from his dick and gazed up his 
beautiful body. 

"Yes, my sweet?" 


"Please," he breathed. "| need you." 


| channeled my inner Westley and smiled in what | hoped would pass for a debonair manner. "As you wish," | 
said, and boosted myself up to lie next to him. 


We kissed passionately, deeply, his hands clenching my biceps with a bruising grip, my fingers tangled in his 
hair. | felt completely open and naked to him, completely unashamed in my desire. It was time, but certain 
details needed to be decided first. 

"Geddy?" My voice sounded strange and strained to my ears. 

‘Mmm, yes?" 

"Do you still want me to make love to you?" 

"God, yes." 

"Do you want me to use a condom?" 


He groaned. "No. What do you want to do?" 


| took a deep breath. | wanted to make sure we were being rational about this, or as rational as we could be. 


No regrets. "Well, here's how | see it. We've been.. intimate for over a year now, right?" 


"Yes." His voice was hoarse and impatient. 


"And I've given you updated blood tests and you've given me yours every three months. And you're clean, and 
l'm clean as far as the tests go. But.. | guess it all comes down to how much you trust me. You, | know you've 
been monogamous otherwise." He tensed, and | cursed myself for bringing up his husband. | moved along 
quickly. "But me, you know I've been.. busy. | swear to you, | swear that I'm clean. But its up to you. If you 


want me to use a condom, | understand completely. | know it's trusting me with your life.” 


He was quiet for a moment, then turned to face me in the blue darkness. His face close to mine, he gazed at 


me steadily. "| trust you," he said. 


That was enough for me. | steamrollered him lightly in my haste to get to the nightstand, then plucked the 
lube from the drawer. He took the lube from my hand and squeezed a glob out into his palm, then reached 
down and firmly greased me up. | felt my climax start to rise, and | had to pull his hand away. 


| positioned him onto his back and gently spread his legs. | kissed him on the forehead and smiled down at him. 
"Ready?" 


He looked up at me with complete trust and love shining in his eyes. | felt as if my heart might burst. "Ready," 
he said. 


| took a deep breath and pressed inside him. My Lord. As you've already surmised, | have a lot of sex. Its 
usually pretty good, but it's rare to feel your soul move within you. This was even rarer still. My mind, my 
heart, my soul, my body were all in perfect alignment as | merged into him. | won't cheapen it by trying to 
describe it exactly. There are no words. | don't know that it had anything to do with the actual sex, even. | 
mean, he's good at sex, but that's not as rare of a trait as you might think. No, it was.. It was me actually 


feeling him, understanding him. It was the two of us becoming one. 


| pulled out slightly and thrust back inside. He gasped and shifted his hips to take me deeper, then cried out as 
| hit his prostate. Confident that | had the right angle, | began to rock steadily in and out. He moaned 
encouragingly and gripped me tight, his fingernails raking my shoulders. 


God, he feels so much during sex. The vortex of his pleasure sucked me in, driving me on harder and faster. | 
dissolved until all there was left was my desire and his flesh. Our voices rose and intertwined in the 


technological hum, the sweetest music I've ever heard. 


| wanted it to last forever. | needed it to last forever. But, like everything else beautiful in this world, the 
moment quickly reached a climax (as did I). | held off long enough to ensure his shuddering, screaming release 
before | let mine go. As | did, | heard myself shout "I love you" until | heard it echo back to me from the 


vibrating windowpane. 


| felt myself flood his insides as he clenched around me, his muscles twitching and spasming in tandem with my 
own. | heard sobbing and looked down at him, but was surprised to find that the tears that pattered down onto 


the sheets were my own. 
He looked utterly stricken. "Oh, God, no, Blair, why are you crying? Did | make you sad?" 


| put my fingers up to my cheeks then broke out into peals of uncontrollable laughter, choking and coughing. | 
gasped for breath, and finally managed to speak. 


"Uh, uh, oh, oh, my Geddy.. Oh.. No, no, I'm just.. so fucking.. happy.. Oh, I've never been so happy!" | grabbed 
him tight and squeezed him until he squeaked, kissing him all over his face. 


"Hmmph.. lm.. glad." he gasped, and | released him so he could catch his breath. He rolled onto his side to face 
me. He stroked my cheek and smiled in the digital moonlight. 


"Thank you, Blair.” 
| took his hand in mine and kissed it tenderly. "No, thank you, my dearest" 


He sighed contentedly and turned again so that his back was to me, cuddling up to my chest as I'd seen him 
cuddle up to his husband. | put my arm around him and breathed in the scent of his hair. | could tell he was 


drifting off. 


"I love you," | whispered. | wanted to say it again, to show him that they hadn't just been words spoken in the 


heat of passion. To show them they were real. 


‘| love you, too," he murmured. | felt his words settle on me like a warm blanket from childhood as his 


breathing stretched out and softened. | lay next to him, too delirious to sleep, and dreamed of the future. 


He'll move in right away, no question If he doesnt feel like facing Alex, we can hire moving men to go and get his 
things. Well stay here until we find a new place, somewhere perfect for the two of us 


Hl call the agency tomorrow morning fo fell them Im through. Im getting kind of old for the life, anyway. Better fo 
go out on top of my game. | don't expect Geddy to support me, though | don't have a lot of training fo do 
anything else, but Edwin works in advertising.. Maybe he can find me a job as a graphic designer. The incomes will 
be pretty lopsided, but my mother didnt raise any freeloaders. Of course, if Geddy wants to spend some of his 
money to buy us an awesome new house or take us on a round-the-world whirlwind honeymoon, who am | fo 


argue? 


Geddy interrupted my thoughts then, whimpering and twitching in his sleep. He'd told me that he had problems 
sleeping, but somehow I'd hoped that with me he'd sleep like a baby. Ah, well, | thought, can't expect everything 
fo be perfect from the outset. | tried to wake him, but he wouldn't wake. Instead, he seemed to go deeper into 


the dream, becoming more terrified. That scared me, I'll admit, but | was scared for him, not of him. | ended 


up holding him close and whispering words of love until he calmed, then | went back to my musing. 


| wonder if his kids will accept me. Probably not at first, | can’t expect too much | mean, Alex has been their 
stepfather for a while now. They'll probably think Im a gold digger. They'll see, though They'll understand when they 


see how in love we are. 


| started to drop off to sleep, but | was awakened by a shout. | sat up, alarmed, to find that Geddy was doing 
the same, eyes open but unseeing, trembling so hard the bed quaked. | shook him and he started, flinching 
away from me and nearly falling off the bed. | grabbed him before he could drop. He blinked, then looked 


around wildly 

"Oh! Oh! Alex? Where am I?" 

| pulled him to me and kissed him across his forehead and down his right eyelid down his cheek to his mouth. 
"Its me, Geddy, its me. I'm here," | whispered against his lips. He shivered for a moment, then calmed 

"Oh, Blair. Im sorry, |." 

"Don't apologize, Love. It's fine. 'm here. You're safe" He seemed exhausted and slumped back onto the 
mattress. | lay back down beside him and folded him into my arms. Again he drifted off into an uneasy 


slumber. | held him close, and let my thoughts unwind again 


The poor dear, he's so stressed It! get better. It has fo get better. Well, he probably wont have to worry about 
touring for a while. The band will probably break up, no getting around that. | hope he doesnt miss it too much, He 
can always do solo work. Il be amazing, coming home to hm every day.. My eyelids started getting heavy. 


| pictured a cozy room in the depths of winter. Snow lashed at the windows driven by a howling wind, but we 
were warm and secure inside. A fire danced merrily in a grate. Geddy sat at a piano, frowning in concentration 
as he wrote notes on a staff. | sat on a chair opposite him, studying him as | sketched him in charcoal, he my 


muse and | his. | smiled as | dropped off to sleep, just before dawn. 


| woke up a few hours later. | didn't even need to open my eyes to know that he was gone. 


Chapter Seven 


Author's Notes: 
Whoo! | made it! Thanks, everyone for all your support, and special thanks to Miso, Mercury-Diva, and Ro for 
letting me play with your characterslll 


| held my breath and strained to hear. | could tell that he wasn't in the bed with me, but maybe he was in the 
loo. | listened for what felt like an hour and a half, but there were no sounds other than the hum of my 


gadgets and the patter of rain on the window. The bed felt huge and cold and empty. 


Panicked, | sat up in bed. "Geddy? Geddy??" | called. Only the heavy stillness of the room answered me back. | 
looked around, frantic, and my eyes fell on a piece of paper folded on his pillow. Hands shaking, | grabbed the 
note, unfolded it, and read. 


My Dearest Blair, 


Thank you for last night. You showed incredible kindness fo a sad, pathetic, unworthy old man. You might not realize 
ths, but you literally saved my life. 


| hope you won't be too angry that | didn’t wake you. | wanted to stay, and | was afraid that you'd convince me, 
and then | could ruin your life Ike | ruined Alex's You said you were crying because you were happy, but pretty 
soon they'd be tears of sadness and anger. | know. | can’t do that fo you, and honestly | don't think | can live 
without Alex. Im going back now to beg him to forgive me, though really, why should he? 


Keep your fingers crossed. Believe me, this is what's best for everybody. 
Ím sorry. | love you, 
Geddy 


My mouth went dry. | re-read it a few times, not wanting to believe it. Then a thought occurred to me.. 
Maybe | could catch him, maybe it wasn't too late. | jumped out of bed and threw on a pair of pajama pants 
and a t-shirt and crammed my feet into sneakers, then ran out the door to my apartment and down the I5 
flights of stairs to the lobby. | dashed out the front door and into the pouring rain, looking up and down the 
street. | didn't see his car. | don't know why | expected to. 


| stood there like a moron for a bit, then turned around and went back to the front door. Shit I'd sped out of 
my flat so fast I'd left my keys inside. | was locked out. | waited around until one of my fellow tenants 


returned from her jog, then followed her inside, trying my best to look as non-assaulting as possible. 


| knew there was no point in going back to my flat, so | stopped at the super's office. He wasn't there, of 
course, so | had to pace and fret for half-an-hour until he got back from God-knows-what. He didn't look 
pleased to see me, but who could blame him? It was only his job | was asking him to do, after all. He grumbled 


and groused, but after a minimum of abject begging on my part he let me into my own place. 


Finally indoors, | lunged for my work phone. | only had Alex's number, but that was okay. | was ready to have a 
few words with him, anyway. My hands trembled as | scrolled through my contacts and selected "Master A" 


from the screen. 


As the phone rang, | rehearsed my speech. "I love him. You don't deserve him. He's mine, give him back, you 
fucking portly bastard" Well, something along those lines, anyway. | heard a click, then took a deep breath, only 


to be cut off by a mechanical voice. 
"This call cannot be completed as dialed because this number has been blocked by the recipient" 


Shit. Well, that's okay, | have a private number. He won't be expecting that. | dug around on the table until | found 
my iPhone, then dialed him from there, reading the digits from my burner. The phone rang a number of times, 
then went to voice mail. | tried again. And again. After about a hour of mashing redial, | got the "blocked" 


message. | guess he'd figured out my clever ruse. 


Defeated, | sunk down onto the couch. | thought about driving over to their house to try to win his heart 
Lloyd Dobler-style, but my allergy to getting arrested for trespassing stopped me. Our drinks were still there 
from the night before, Geddy's scotch watered down from the now melted ice. | shrugged and picked it up, 
then lifted it in a silent toast and chugged it. The burn warmed me as it worked its way down my esophagus. | 
picked up my martini and repeated the action. It felt good to kill my feelings. | went into the kitchen, grabbed 
the rest of the pitcher of martinis from the refrigerator and a bottle of vodka from the cabinet for good 
measure, then brought them back into the living room. | settled back on the couch and into a heavy drunk. 


| don't remember much about the next several days. | know | talked to my mum, because | remember hanging 
up on her when she suggested | meet a nice, stable doctor or lawyer my own age and stop getting hung up on 
“damaged goods." | also remember checking the news websites, and when | didn't see the headlines "Canada's 
Favorite Gay Couple Splits" or "Beloved Singer's Body Discovered," | figured their reunion was back on track. 

At some point Edwin showed up. He said that | called him and asked him to come over, and | had to take his 
word for it. He took one look at me and set about sobering me up. Once | was more or less coherent, | told him 
the whole thing, leaving out names, of course. When | was done, he gave me a hug. 

"Oh, Sweetie, that's just awful. My poor Blairie-Poo. Don't worry, Auntie Ed has just the thing for it" 

"Really? And that is?" 


He grinned and went through his bag, then dug out a |15 of Stoli. "We get wasted, of course." 


"Didn't you just get me straight?" 
He made a face. "Don't ever use that word with me, young man. And that was before." 
"Before what?" 


"Before | knew what was up. And before | could join you! I've got no plans this whole weekend. We're going to 
drink this -- in a controlled burn, mind you, not that Towering inferno you had going, and if we run out, we'll 
stumble down to the LC. And we'll watch lots and lots of trashy TV and eat like pigs and talk about what 


assholes men are." 


And that's just what we did. In case you were wondering, though, nothing else happened. Edwin and | are strictly 
friends. We tried to be more than that, once, but within a week we were practically exchanging gunfire and 


decided that a romantic entanglement was not in the cards for us. Its better that way. | need him as a friend. 


We woke up on the couch early Monday morning, hungover and bloated, surrounded by bottles and takeaway 
wrappers, TV screen filled with the visage of Honey Boo-Boo's mother. Edwin yawned, stretched, and blearily 


consulted his watch. 
"Ugh, work's gonna suck today.” 


"Do you have to go? There's a ‘CS! New York! marathon today.. You could call in sick to the office.. There'll be 
Gary Siniiiiiiisssee.." | felt like a jackass pleading with him to stay, but | didn't know if | could deal with the 
silence of my empty flat. 


"Yeah, I'm sorry, Honey. | have a big pitch to make to a client today. If | don't yack on his shoes, that is. I'm 
gonna go home and try to smack myself together. You gonna be okay? You can come hang out at my place, if 


not... 

| sighed and looked around. | was very tempted to tag along and follow him to work and sit under his desk and 
cling to his leg, all in the name of not being alone, but it would have to end eventually if | wasn't going to get 
myself surgically attached to him. "No, no, that's okay. I'm just gonna get to bed, | guess. I'll clean this dross up 


tomorrow. Itll probably do me a world of good to get back into a routine." 


"Okay, Sweetie. I'm gonna hit the road then. You call me as soon as you get up, you hear? You can cry on my 


shoulder whenever you need to." 


‘| will, Ed, | promise." We stood up, stiffly, and | walked him to the door. | gave him a tight hug. “Thanks for 


everything, | mean it" 
‘It was my pleasure. And don't get too down, there's lots of boys in the sea" 


| frowned and stuck out my tongue. "They must be awfully soggy.’ 


"That's why God invented Turkish towels!" He ruffled my hair. "Now get some sleep, Tiger.” 

"| will, Pop." 

He gave a little wave, and | shut the door behind him, then locked the deadbolts and fastened the chain. | had 
every intention of going to my bedroom, but suddenly it seemed like too much effort. | trudged over to the 
couch and passed out. 

| was awakened a few hours later by loud, stern knocking at my door. That was a surprise. No one ever 
knocked at my door. That was one of the perks of living in a secured building. | hauled myself to my feet and 
groggily shuffled over. 


| looked through the peephole and saw a ruddy, handsome face topped by thinning blond hair. "Go away," | 
shouted through the door. 


"| need to talk to you, Blair" Alex didnt sound mad, but who could tell? And why should | care? 

"Oh yeah? Then unblock my number and lIl call you. Try to hold your breath until | do. 

"| need to talk to you in person Please" 

"And what if | don't let you in?" 

"Then Ill stay out here until you do. Please, its important. It's about Geddy" 

| flung open the door in a panic, leaving the chain on. "What? What's wrong with Geddy? Is he hurt?" 

He stared at me intensely through the opening. "No, nothing like that, but." 

"Well then, fuck off" | started to shut the door, but he stuck his foot inside. Who actually does that? | thought 
| pushed harder on the door, and it cant have felt good, but he was relentless. | thudded my head against the 
frame. 


"You are a giant pain in the ass, you know that?" 


"But | get what | want, don't |? Now are you going to let me in, or are you going to be the guy who ruined the 
Rush tour by breaking my foot?" 


"Ugh, fine, come in" | unlatched the chain and he followed me inside. He gazed around my trashed living room, 


taking it all in. 


"Nice digs. Who does your decor, Oscar the Grouch?" 


"Fucking funny. Did you come here for a reason, or just to critique my housekeeping?” 
"No, | came here to take you to lunch." 

‘I'm not hungry." 

"I'm taking you anyway. Get dressed" 


l'm a forceful personality, but | was too tired and too hungover and too depressed to argue. Besides, | was 
curious as to why he was in my flat. | flipped him the bird and went into my bedroom and changed into a t- 
shirt and jeans. | considered going into the bathroom for a quick spruce-up, but decided against it. Fuck 
grooming, | wasn't going to bother for the likes of him. 


| went back into the living room. He was leafing through last month's issue of Details. He looked up when | came 


in. 

"Ready?" 

"As IIl ever be” 
"Good, let's go. 


| followed him numbly, into the elevator, through the foyer, and out into the street. It was a blazingly sunny 
day, and | immediately regretted not bringing my sunglasses as the light stabbed my hungover eyeballs. | 
expected to get into the luxury sedan parked at the curb, but instead we walked for a few blocks until we got 
to the Crush Wine Bar, not far from my building. 


The atmosphere inside was blessedly dark and cool, but it was also very fashionable. | instantly regretted my 
decision to not brush my teeth or comb my hair. | hoped none of my other clients were there -- that kind of 
thing is bad for business. Alex smiled cheerfully at the hostess, they exchanged a few words, then she led us 
to a quiet table tucked into a private corner of the bistro. He took a glance at the wine list and ordered a 
bottle from her. We sat in silence until she returned. Alex sniffed the cork and tried a bit of the wine she 
poured into his glass, then pronounced it "excellent" and sent her packing, promising to get her attention when 
we wanted to order something else. He took a sip of his wine, then looked across the table at me and cleared 


his throat, pouring me a glass as he did so. 
"Thanks for joining me. | really appreciate --" 
"We made love, Geddy and |" It was abrupt, but that's how | wanted it to be. | wanted to crush him. 


He smiled a little. "I know. He told me when he came back." 


"| mean it, too. We made love. | love him." 
"He loves you." 

"| don't mean as a friend" 

"Neither did |." 


| chuckled, even though | wasn't feeling particularly cheerful. "That's funny. It seems like he's back in your bed 


and not in mine." 

"He loves me more." Ouch. He didn't say it smugly or tauntingly. He was just stating fact. | felt like | was going 
to throw up. "Also, he's very loyal," he continued "He's not going to toss away forty-plus years that easily. If 
you'd met him back in ‘66, now, things might be different.” 

"Do you love him?" 

"More than you can possibly imagine." 

"Then why'd you abandon him? Why'd you send him away? Why didn't you come looking for him?" 

He stared down into his wine. "Abandon him? | don't know about abandoning him. | guess | did avoid him. | was.. 
frustrated. | wasn't dealing with things well. | didn't send him away, though. He left. | didnt come looking for him 
because | needed to cool down and | assumed he was with his mother. Thats where he usually goes. If I'd 
known he was with you, that would have been a different story. | probably would have broken down your door 
and hauled his ass out of there, especially if I'd known how you felt.. How he felt.. | can be possessive. I'm 
working on it, but." 


"So you brought me here to kill me?" 


"No, though | do admit that | cursed your name and your ancestors and punched a hole in the wall when Geddy 
spilled his guts about what happened" He held up his hand to show me the bruises on his knuckles. 


| blanched a bit. "You didn't.. You didn't happen to punch a hole in your husband as well, did you?" 


"My God, no! Hurt Geddy? Never! Well, unless he asked me to." He looked so stricken at the thought that | 
knew he was telling the truth. 


"All right, so why am | here, then?" 
| need to talk with you about a few things. First of all, | wanted to thank you." 


"Thank me? For what?" 


"For waking me up. It's like.. It's like this. | adore Geddy. Adore him. But he doesn’t think very highly of himself, 
as you may have noticed. He puts himself down all the time, and he's always telling me that I'm the only one 


who could want him. | didn't realize it, but | guess | started believing him. You showed me that it wasn't true." 
"Glad | could help," | muttered. 


"But that's not all. | was getting really frustrated, like | said. l'm a proud man, you know? | make Geddy go to 
the doctor, sure, but / don't want any help. | can handle everything on my own. | felt like his problems were his 
problems, and if he loved me, he'd do everything he could to get better. | started taking it personally, and | felt 
like a failure to boot. | wanted to force him to get better. That was wrong, and | know it now. Coming this close 
to losing him -- and you probably have no idea how close it was -- made me realize that. His problems are 
our problems, and | need a little help sometimes, too. So he's been seeing his therapist just about every day, | 
started seeing a therapist myself, and we're doing couples therapy, as well. I'm learning a lot. For one thing, l'm 
learning it's hard to sit there and talk about myself for hours a week. | didn't give him enough credit for how 
hard it was." 


| have to admit that grand as that speech was, | was primarily focused on one part of it. "How close did you 


come to losing him, exactly?" 


He smirked. "Closer than you need to know, Smart Guy. Anyway, things are still rough, but they're getting 
better." 


"Well, great. I'll bill you for my marriage counseling services." | started to get up. 
"Wait, don't go yet. | also brought you here to ask you a favor." 
| rolled my eyes, but | sat back down anyway. "What? To get lost and never darken your door again?" 


"No, actually. Ive left that up to Geddy. It's killing me, but | told him that your relationship is up to him and 


you. | need to trust that he'll come back. | told him to call you whenever he feels ready" 
None of the implications of that sentence were lost on me, but | soldiered on. "Okay, then, what's the favor?" 

"| need you to promise to look after Geddy, if anything happens to me 

| stared at him. "What? Are you sick or something?" 

He nodded. "Yes. | have a terminal case of getting old. So does Geddy. You have it, too, but you probably don't 

know it yet. Other than that, no; im reasonably healthy, but Im not naive. | know l'm not going to live forever. 


If | happen to go before he does, he's going to need someone, and I'm hoping you'll be that someone." 


| was flummoxed. | swirled the wine in my glass. "l, uh, | don't know what to say." 


He leaned over the table and put his hand over mine. "I don't expect you to wait for him. You're a young guy, 
you should go out and find somebody to be happy with. The only thing I'm asking you to do is to be there for 


him when he needs you. Even if it's just as someone to lean on. Please?" 


| opened and closed my mouth a few times before | could answer. "I'd." | was choked up, so | cleared my 
throat. "I'd be honored, of course." | looked down quickly so that he couldn't see the tears that had come to 


my eyes. 


‘Oh, thank you. That's.. Thats more than | could have asked for. And, though | hope to God this never happens, 
if | do have to share him, I'd rather share him with you than anybody." He rose to his feet and spoke, with 
cheery bravado as fake as Elton John's hairpiece. "I have to get going. Geddy's at the therapist's right now, and 
| have to meet him there for our couples session. Can't be late for the old noggin shrinkin'! Why don't you 
finish up the wine, and order whatever you want, on my tab. Hell, call some friends, have them come over, 
make a party of it! The sky's the limit. It's the least | can do." He started to walk away, then stopped. "Oh, and 


Blair?" 

| looked up at him. "Yeah?" 

‘| didn't tell Geddy | was going to meet you, so please don't tell him next time you see him, okay?" 
"Do you think there'll be a next time?" 


He thought for a moment, then nodded. "Yes, I'm about ninety-nine percent sure of it. Like | said, he's very 
loyal. When he cares about someone, he doesn't let them go easy. | mean, look at me. If he hasn't dropped my 
fat, insensitive butt yet, he's not going to forget about you, Sexass MacSixPack. Just give him some time. 
You've kinda turned his self-image topsy-turvy. | think he just needs some space to reorient himself. Wait for 


it, you'll see. Catch you later." With that, he waved and walked out of the restaurant. 


| sat for a long time, staring into my glass. | briefly thought about calling Edwin to join me for a late, incredibly 
expensive lunch, but | didn't have the energy. After a while, the waitstaff started to hover nervously, so | got 
up and left, walking back to my flat in the beginnings of a soft spring dusk. 


That was a few weeks ago, and I'm still healing. | haven't been out on any dates, professional or otherwise. | 


know that Alex said not to wait for Geddy, but | don't think I'll take that advice, not just yet. 


lm not angry at Alex any more, though. Its not his fault that we both love the same man, and it's not his 
fault that he loved him first. 


Since | haven't been working, I've had a lot of free time. | managed to find my art supplies, and I've been 
working on a picture in charcoals, drawn from an image in a daydream. It shows a beautiful, slender, raven- 
haired man sitting at a piano, biting his lip in concentration as a fire crackles in a nearby hearth. I'm trying my 


very best to make it perfect, hoping that itll come true. 


Someday I'll show it to him. I'll show it to him, and hold him close, and whisper everything that's in my heart. 
Until then, it's enough to sit and draw and dream of my dearest Geddy. 


